CD 1

ITPOJIOT
TlepBast kKapTuHa

JIBop HoBoneBnubero MoHacThIpsi 110 MOCKBOIO,
OOHEeCeHHBbIN orpaioio ¢ bamreHkamu. Bripaso,
OJIKe K cepeIlnHe CLIEHBI, BBICTYIIOM, OOJIbLINE
MOHACTBIPCKHE BOPOTA I10JI HABECOM.

(I'lpu monHATUM 3aHaBeca HapoOJI, HEOOJIbIITUMU
Ky4KaMM, COOMpaeTcsi HA MOHACTBIPCKOM JIBOpe
Tiepe/ CTEHO0; IBUKEHUSI Hapo/ia BsUIbI, MTOXOIKa
seHuBasi. BxonuT HeOobIlast Kydka Hapoja.
Bxonut kyuka 6a6. [1epBblie n1Be Kyuku
coeMHSIOTCs. BxonsaT myxxunnbl. Hapom o6pasyet
0O111yIO TOJIY.)

(Yepes clieHy MPOXOASIT Gosipe; BIIepeau KHSI3b
Bacunmii UBanosuu Lyiickuit. O6MeHUBasICh
TMOKJIOHAMU C HapoAOM, IpoGupaloTcs B
MoHacThIpb. Korna 6osipe CKpbUIMCh B MOHACTBIPE,
HapoJl HAaYMHaeT OPoAUTh 1o cueHe. MHbIe,
MPEeUMYIIECTBEHHO KEHIIMHbI, 3alJISIIbIBAIOT 38
orpajy K MOHAaCTBIPCKOMY KPBUIbILY; ApyTue
LLIEMYYTCS, TOYeChIBasi B 3aThUIKE.)

(ITpucTtaB 1MoKa3bIBaeTCs B BOPOTaX. 3aBUIS
npucrasa 3a BOpotaMu, HaApoz CO6MpaCTCﬂ B
CIUIOIIHYIO TOJIITY M CTOUT HEITOABMXKHO:
JKEHUIMHBI — CKJIOH/CH LIEKOK Ha JIadlOHb,
MY>XYMHBI — C IIAaMKaMU B PyKax, CKPECTUB PYKU
Ha KUBOTE U ITOHYPUB T'OJIOBY.)

TMPUCTAB

(C nyouHkolo, HacTymnasi, ¢ rHeBoM. Hapon
HETIOBIXEH.)

Hy, 4to x BbI?

YTo X BBI MAOJIAMHM CTaIn?

2KuBo, Ha KojsieHM!

(Hapon nepemunaetcsi.)

Hy xe !

(I'posut nyounkow. Hapon MmHeTcst.)

Ja uy!
(Heteprnienuso.)
DKo 4€PTOBO OTpOoIbE!

(Hapon Bs10 ¥ mooyepeiHO OIycKaeTcs Ha
KOJICHU.)
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PART ONE

Scene One

A courtyard in the Novodevichy Monastery near Moscow
enclosed by a fence with turrets. To the right, nearer to
the centre of the stage, the large gates of the monastery
project forward beneath an awning.

(As the curtain rises, the populace is assembled together
in small groups in front of the courtyard wall. Their
movements are sluggish and they idle as they walk. A
small group of people enters. A group of women enters.
The first two groups merge together. Some men enter.
The populace forms into a single mass.)

(The boyars pass across the stage; they are headed by
Vasily Ivanovich Shuisky. Exchanging bows with the
people, they push their way into the monastery. When the
boyars have disappeared inside the monastery, the
people begin to wander about the stage. Some, primarily
the women, peep through the fence towards the
monastery steps; others whisper, scratching the backs of
their heads).

(A police officer appears at the gates. Seeing the Police
Officer, the people form a solid mass and stand
motionlessly: the women resting their cheeks against the
palms of their hands, the men with their hats in their
hands, which are crossed over their stomachs, and with
their heads lowered).

PoLICE OFFICER

(coming up angrily with a cudgel. The people are
motionless.)

Well, what are you waiting for?

Have you turned into statues?

Look lively, on your knees!

(The people shift about from one foot to the other.)
Well then!

(He threatens them with his cudgel. The people are
indecisive.)

Well!

(impatiently)

What a tribe of devils you are!

(Gradually, the people sluggishly get onto their knees.)
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HAPOJ

(Ha kosieHsix, oOpallieHHbI K MOHACTBIPCKUM

BOpOTaM.)

Ha xoro Tbl Hac MoOKKAaelb,
oTtell Ham? AX, Ha KOro, 1a,
ThI OCTaBJIsICIIb, KOpMUJIEL!
Mpl, na, Bce TBOU CUPOTHI
0Oe33alIuTHEIC,

ax, /1a, Mbl Te€OSI-TO IIPOCUM,
MOJIUM CO CJIe3aMHu,

CO rOpIOYUMU: cMuITyiics!

(ITpucraB OTXOAUT K MOHACTBIPIO.)

Cwmunyiics! Cmumyiics!
Bosipun Gatromika!

Orenr Hamt! Twl KopMmutern!
Bosipun, cmumyiics!
(OcratoTcst Ha KOJIeHSIX. )
(2 maptus)

MurTiox, a MuTiox,

4yeBO opem?

MUTIOXA
Bona! IMouém s 3Hat0?

HAPO]

|solo]

Llapst Ha Pycu xotum
TIOCTaBUTBH!

(Tpu 6a6mI1) (solo)

Oii, TMXOHBKO!

CoBcem oxpurnia!
lonybka, cocemyiika,

He [PpUIiacia Jib BOAULIbI?
(Alto)

Buib, 60sipbrHs Kakas!
(tutti)

Opaia mny1e Bcex,

cama 6 u mpurmnacasa!
(solo)

Hy BbI, 6a0BI, HEe TYyTOPUTB!
(Alti)

A TBI YTO 3a yKa34uK!
(Tenori tutti)

Humknn!

(Soprani)

Buib, nprcraB HaBsizasics!

PEOPLE

(On their knees, they turn towards the monastery
gates.)

For whom dost thou forsake us,
our father? Ah, for whom dost thou
desert us, our provider!

We are all thy orphans

without a protector,

Ah, we entreat thee,

we pray to thee with tears,

with burning tears: take pity!

(The police officer moves back towards the monastery)

Take pity! Take pity!

Our little father, the boyar!

Our father! You are our provider!
O boyar, take pity!

(remaining on their knees)
(Second group)

Mityukha, hey Mityukha,

what are we bawling for?

MITYUKHA
Huh! How should I know?

PEOPLE

(solo)

‘We want to place

a Tsar on the throne of Rus’!

(three women) (solo)

Ha, it’s just too bad!

I’'m quite hoarse!

Neighbour, dearest,

do you have any water left?

(Alto)

Listen to that, does she think herself a fine lady!
(tutti)

If she was bawling louder than anyone else,
she ought to have kept some water in reserve!
(solo)

Stop your chattering!

(Alti)

So who’s dishing out the orders!

(Tenori tutti)

Shut up!

(Soprani)

You see, we’ve landed ourselves a brand new police
officer!
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MUTIOXA
Oi1 Bbl, BeIbMbI,
He Oymryiite!

HAPOJL

(Soprani)

AX, TToCTpeJ Thbl,
OKastHHBII1!

(Tenori)

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa!
(Bassi)

He TIOHpaBuJjacs KJInU4dkKa,
BUIHO COJIOHO MpUILLIacs,
HE B Yrojly, He 10 BKYCY.
(Alti)

DKO IbsIBOJI MTPUBSI3AIICS!
(Soprani)

Bor-T0, HEXpuCTh OThICKaJICS!
(Tenori)

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa!
(Alti)

IMpoctu, N'ocnonu,
OeccTbIHUK!

(Soprani)

Oii, yiinémre sryquie, 6aowbl,
noaoopy, Mo3a10poBy,

oT Oenpl, 1a HamacTu!
(Tenori)

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa!
(Alti)

OT Genbl yiiTH Momaibiie
nono6py 11a 1o310poBy!

(PKeHIIMHBI TPUTTIONHUMAIOTCS C KOJIEH,
cobupasich YUTH. )

(Tenori)
BeabMmbl B 1yTh YK coOpaiucs,
Xa, Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa!

(Bassi)
Xo, x0, X0, X0, X0, X0, X0, XO!

(B MOHaCTBIPCKMX BOPOTAaX MOSIBJISIETCS] IPUCTAB;
3aBU/IsI IpUCTaBa, 6a0bl OBICTPO OITyCKAIOTCSI HA
KOJICHU. npe)KHflﬂ HEINOABN>XKHOCTh TOJ'I]'I])].)

TTPUCTAB

(Tounme.)

Yo 3k BbI? YTO X cMOIKIN?
AJIb TJIOTOK XaJlKo?

(I'po3sst nybuHKoOI1.)

Bor s Bac!

AJIb IaBHO I10 CITUHAM
réTka He ryJsuial
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MITYUKHA
Stop your ranting,
you old hags!

THE PEOPLE

(Soprani)

Accursed old devil,

that’s what you are!

(Tenori)

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

(Bassi)

Don’t like the name, do you,

a bit too biting,

Not to your liking and unpalatable.
(Alti)

We have landed ourselves with a devil!
(Soprani)

Yes, we’ve found ourselves another brute!
(Tenori)

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

(Alti)

May the Lord

forgive the shameless brute!
(Soprani)

Ha, we had best be off, girls,
whilst the going’s good,

away from woe and misfortune!
(Tenors)

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

(Alti)

Get away from woe

whilst the going’s good!

(The woman start to get up off their knees, intending to
leave.)

(Tenori)
The old hags are making a bolt for it already,
ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

(Bassi)
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!

(The police officer appears at the gates of the monastery;
catching sight of the police officer, the women quickly go
down on their knees. The crowd is motionless as before.)

POLICE OFFICER

(to the crowd)

What’s the matter with you? Why are you silent?
Are you sparing your throats?

(making a threat with his cudgel)

I’ll show you?

Or have you forgotten

what the whip on your backs feels like?
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(Hacrynas Ha Tosmy.)
IMpoyuy Bac... st XuBO!

HAPOJL
(Ha xonensix.)

(Soprani)

He cepuaii, Mukutuu,

He cepuyaii, poauMBblit!

(Tenori)

Tonbko TOOTOOXHEM,

3a0peM Mbl CHOBA.

(Alti & Bassi)

W B31OXHYTB HE 1aCT, MPOKJISTHIN.

TMPUCTAB
Hy-ka!
Tonbko T7I0TOK He XaneTh!

HAPOJL
(Tenori)
Jlagno!

MMPUCTAB
(I'po3st ;yOouHKoOI10.)
Hy!

HAPO]

(3aBbIBasi BO BCIO MOYb.)

Ha xoro b1 Hac TIOKMUIacuib,
oTell Ham? AX, Ha KOro, Jia,
ThI OCTaBJIsICIIb, POAUMBIi1!
MBI TeOs1, CUPOTHI, IIPOCUM,
MOJIMIM CO CJIE3aMU CO TOPIOYNMU:
cmutyiics! Cmuiyiics!
Bosipun Gatiomika!

(ITocne yrpo3el mpucTasa.)
Orer Haut! OTteny Hawu!
(YcunuBasi.)

Kopmuen!

(Ycunusasi.)

Kopmusern!

(Bo Bcro MOUb.)
A-a-a-a-a-a-a!

(Kpuxk.)

(I'lpu mocienHMX Bo3MIacax HapoJa B
MOHACTBIPCKUX BOPOTaX MOKa3bIBACTCsI IyMHBbII
nbsik Lllenkanos. [Mpucras, 3aBuasa Lllenkanosa,
MalleT HapoJly U MOCTEeIHO uaeT K Tosrne. Hapox
KJIAHSIETCSI. )

MPUCTAB
Humkan!

(LlesikanoB MEICHHO U B 3alyMYMBOCTH

(approaching the crowd)
I'll teach you... and no messing about!

THE PEOPLE

(on their knees)

(Soprani)

Don’t be angry, Mikitich,

don’t be angry, my dear!

(Tenorti)

Just let us take rest,

and we’ll start bawling again.

(Alti & Bassi)

The devil won’t even let us catch our breath.

PoLICE OFFICER
Come on!
Just don’t spare your throats!

THE PEOPLE
(Tenori)
All right!

POLICE OFFICER
(threatening them with his cudgel)
Well!

THE PEOPLE

(starting to howl with all their might)
For whom dost thou forsake us,

our father? Ah, for whom dost thou
desert us, our own dear father!

‘We, orphans, entreat thee,

we pray to thee with burning tears,
take pity! Take pity!

Our little father, the boyar!

(after threats from the police officer)
Our father! Our father!

(reinforcing their efforts)

Our provider!

(reinforcing their efforts)

Our provider!

(with all their strength)
A-a-a-a-a-a-a!

(a shout)

(With the last exclamations of the people, Shchelkalov,
the secretary of the State Council, appears at the
monastery gates. The police officer, seeing Shchelkalov,
signals to the people and hastily rushes towards the
crowd. The people make a bow.)

POLICE OFFICER
Silence!

(Shchelkalov slowly descends from the steps with a
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CITyCKAaeTCsl C KPbUIbLIA, BBIXOJAUT K HAPOLLy,
CHUMAET LIANKy U OTIaeT MOsICHOW MOKJIOH.)

Bcragaiire!
JIbsIK TyMHBI TOBOPUT.

(Tonmna npunogHUMAaeTcs.)

LIEJTKAIOB

INTpaBocnaBHbIE!

Heymoinum, 60sipuH.

Ha cxopOnblii 30B

Oosipckoii Jlymbl 1 TaTpuapxa
U CJIbIIIATH HE XOTEJ1

O TPOHE LIaPCKOM.

INeuans Ha Pycu...

Tieyasab Oe3bICXOaHAasI,
TpaBocIaBHbIe!

CroHer 3€MJIs1 B 3JIO0M 6631’[]32:1]3])]/[.
Ko l'ocniony cui npunaaure,
na Hucrnouuiet OH

ckopOHOit Pycu yremieHse...
U o3aput HeOGECHBIM CBETOM
Bopuca ycransriit gyx!..
(YXOauUT B MOHACTBIPb.)

(3a CLeHOIt CIBIIINTCS MEHUE KUK MEPEXOKMX.

CleHa ocBelllaeTcsi KpaCHOBAThIM OTOJIECKOM
3axosI1Iero coynHua. Hapon npuciyimBaercst K
JIOHOCSILLIEMYCSl U3JIaJTU TICHUIO. )

KAJTUKHW NEPEXOXUE

(3a cueHor.)
(IToBOABIPU-MaATBYNKU. )

Cnasa Teb6e, TBopity
BceBbllrHeMy, Ha 3eMJIH,

cyiaBa cuiaM TBOUM HeGeCHBIMM
M BCEM YrOIHUKAM.

Cnasa Ha Pycn!
(Kanuku-crapiibl.)

CnaBa Te6e, BceBblliHeMy, ciaBa!

HAPOJL
(1rerrorom)
Boxbu moau!

KAJIMKW MNEPEXOXUE
(ITpubamxkasich K clLieHe.)

Awnren 'ocniogeHb MUpPY pekK:
MOJHUMANTECh, TYYU TPO3HBIE.
Bbl HecuTech 110 NOAHEOECHIO,
3aCTUJIATE 36MJTIO PYCCKYIO!
Hecurechb Ha 3eMITI0 pycCKyIo!
Bru1 Hecutech Ha 3emiio Pycckyio!
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pensive air. He comes out to the people, removes his cap
and makes a low bow.)

Get up!
The secretary is going to speak.

(The people raise their heads.)

SHCHELKALOV

People of the Orthodox faith!

The boyar is deaf.

To the woeful entreaties

of the Council of Boyars and the Patriarch,
he would not hear

of the royal throne.

Woe to Rus’...

It is a never-ending sorrow,

ye, people of the Orthodox faith!

This land groans with wicked lawlessness.
Prostrate yourselves before the Lord

that He might send down

comfort to sorrowful Rus’...

And may he illuminate with his heavenly light
the weary spirit of Boris!...

(He goes off to the monastery.)

(Off-stage singing of wandering minstrels.
The stage is illuminated by the reddish hue of the setting
sun. The people listen to the distant singing.)

PILGRIMS

(off-stage)

(boy leader singers)

Glory to Thee on earth,

almighty Creator,

glory to Thy heavenly powers

and to all Thy saints.

Glory throughout Rus’!

(old pilgrims)

Glory to Thee, Almighty God, glory!

THE PEOPLE
(in a whisper)
Holy people!

PILGRIMS

(coming closer to the stage)

The Lord’s angel spake unto the world:
Rise up, thunder clouds.

Scurry across the sky

and cover the Russian lands!

Speed forth to the Russian lands!
Make haste to the Russian lands!
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(BxomsT Ha ClLeHY; BIIepe/i MOBOABIPH, C3a/IH,
onupasiCb Ha UX IMJICUYM, CTaplbl B KallOIOHaXx,
OOBeIIaHHbBIX O0pa3KaMy U JIalOHKaMu, ¢
nyouHKamMu B pykax. Hapoa nmouyturesbHO 1
61arOTOBEITHO KJIaHSIETCSI UM, JaBasi IOpory.)
CokpyuiuTe 3Mus JIIOTa,

CO ABAHAACCATBIO

KPBLIaMU-XO0OTHI,

TaBO 3MUsI, CMYTY PYCCKYIO,

J1a 6e3Havanue.

BosBecTuTe MpaBoOCIaBHBIUM,

J1a BO CITaceHbe.

(PasnaroT Hapoay 0O6pa3ku U JaloHKU.)

OobekaliTech B pU3bl CBETIIBIC,
MOJHUMAaITe UKOHBI Biianbryumiibl.

U co JloHcKoOi,

¥ co Branumupckoit

IPSIANTE LIApIO BO CpeTeHbe!

(Yxons, mpobuparoTcst K MOHaCThIPIO.)
Bocrmoiite cnaBy, ciaBy

CHJI CBSITBIX HeOeCHBIMX!

(3a clIeHO10, MOCTEeNIEHHO YIAJISISICh. )
Cnasa Te6e TBopity Ha 3emu!
Cnasa Oty HeGecHOMY!
(CKpbIBalOTCS B MOHACTBIPE. )

(YacTtb Haposia paccMaTpuBaeT Apyry apyra
TIOJTy4YeHHbIe 00pa3Ky U JIaTOHKHU. [Ipyrast yacTb
CJICIAT 32 YIAJSIIOIIMMMCS KaJTMKaMU. )

HAPOJ

([ABe maptuu.) (2s1 maptusi, K MuTIOXE.)
Cabixan, yto boxbsu

JTIOJTA TOBOPUITU?

MUTIOXA

Capixan! U co JIoHCKOIA,
¥ co BrraguMupckoii. ..
(3ab6bIBaeT nablie.)

(KeHIIMHBI 3aTeBaIOT CIOP U3-3a JIATOHOK.)

HAPOJ
(25 maptust)
Hy!...

MUTIOXA

(C ycunmeM, crapasicb IpUTTIOMHUTD. )
U co JloHckoit,

¥ co Bragumupckoit

Bbl UJUTE...

(3amymbIBaeTcs.)

(They come onto the stage; the boy leader singers are in
front and the old men, leaning on their shoulders, follow
behind. They are wearing cowls from which hang little
icons and amulets, and they carry batons. The people
respectfully bow to them and allow them to pass.)
Smite down the wicked serpent

with its twelve-winged proboscis,

that serpent bringing discord

and anarchy to Russia.

Proclaim

unto the Orthodox people

the salvation.

(They distribute the little icons and amulets to the
people.)

Clothe yourselves in bright raiment,

raise up the icon of the Virgin.

And bearing our Lady of the Don

and our Lady of Vladimir

go forth to meet the Tsar!

(Going off, they make their way into the monastery.)
Sing the glory, the glory

of his heavenly, holy powers!

(off-stage, gradually going off into the distance)

Glory be to Thee Creator on earth!

Glory to the heavenly Father!

(They go into the monastery.)

(Some of the people look at each other’s icons and
amulets. Others watch the pilgrims as they go off.)

THE PEOPLE

(two groups) (second group, to Mityukha.)
Did you hear

what the men of God were saying?

MITYUKHA

I heard! With our Lady of the Don
and with our Lady of Vladimir...
(He forgets what came next.)

(The women start an argument over the amulets.)

THE PEOPLE
(second group)
Well!...

MITYUKHA

(trying to remember with an effort)
With our Lady of the Don

and with our Lady of Vladimir
You go...

(He grows pensive.)

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



HAPOJ
(251 maptust)
Yero?

MUTIOXA
(HeTepriesimBo u Tepsisich. )
Unure...

HAPOJL
(2 mapTus)
Hy!...

MUTIOXA
Co JIOHCKOW UIUTE...
(OkoOHYATETBHO TEPSIETCSI 1 OTBOPAYMBACTCS. )

HAPOJL

(25 maptmst)

I1ox, 6Gpat!

(1a maptust)

O6JiekaiiTech B pU3bl CBETJIbIC,

u co JloHCKOI,

u co Brnanumupckoit

BBI TPSANTE K AP0 BO CPETEHBE.
(2 maptust)

Lapio? Kakomy mapio?

MPUCTAB

(BBIXOIst U3 MOHACTBIPS, KyJa IMPOBOXKaJ
KaJTuK.)

Dit, BbI!

HAPOJL
(He 3ameuas ipucrasa.)
(1 maptmst)

Kak kakomy? A Bopucy...

TMIPUCTAB

(Hacrynas.)

Di1, BbI, bapaHbe cTamo!
Anb ornoxin!

Bawm ot 6os1p yka3s:

3ayTpa ObITh B Kpemiie

M >KIATh TaM MIPUKa3aHUI.
Cobiianun?

(Yxonur.)

(Ha cueHe cymMepKu; HapoJl HAUMHAET PaCXOIUThCSI.)

HAPOJL
Bona! 3a nesiom cobupanu!

A Ham-TO yTO?

Bensr 3aBbITh, 3aBoeM U B Kpemiie.
3aBoeM. [1J1s1 ya He 3aBBITh.

Yro x? Uaem, pebsita!
(Pacxonmsrcs.)
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THE PEOPLE
(second group)
What?

MITYUKHA
(impatiently and getting flustered)
Go...

THE PEOPLE
(second group)
Well!...

MITYUKHA
Go with our Lady of the Don...
(He gets completely flustered and turns away.)

THE PEOPLE

(second group)

That’s not very good, brother!
(first group)

Clothe yourselves in bright raiment
and bearing our Lady of the Don
and our Lady of Vladimir

go forth to meet the Tsar!

(second group)

To the Tsar? Which Tsar?

POLICE OFFICER

(emerging from the monastery, having accompanied the
pilgrims inside)

Hey, you!

THE PEOPLE

(not noticing the police officer)
(first group)

‘Which one? Boris, you mean...

POLICE OFFICER

(coming up)

Hey, you flock of sheep!

Have you gone deaf?

There’s an order from the boyars for you:
Be at the Kremlin on the morrow

and await your instructions there.

Did you hear?

(He goes out.)

(Twilight on the stage; the people begin to disperse.)

THE PEOPLE

Huh! They’ve decided to do something!

So what is it to do with us?

They command us to start wailing, and we’ll start
wailing in the Kremlin. We’ll start wailing. Why
shouldn’t we start wailing. Let’s be off, lads!
(They disperse.)
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Bropas kaprtuHa

IMnomans B Kpemne MockoBckoMm. [Tpssmo riepen
3pUTENISIMU, B oTnajieHuu, KpacHoe KpbUiblo
napckux repemoB. CripaBa, 6J1ke K aBaHCLIEHE,
HapoJl Ha KOJICHSIX 3aHUMAaeT MECTO MEXKILY
YcneHckuM, BIIpaBo, 1 ApXaHTeJIbCKUM, BJIE€BO
BJlaJIi, COOOpaMM: MarepTy COO0POB BUIHBI.
Top>keCcTBEHHbBIN KOJTOKOJIbHBIN 3BOH.

(C KpacHOro KpbLTblia HAUMHACTCSI
TOPKECTBEHHOE LIeCcTBUE 00sIp K YCIEeHCKOMY
cOOOpY: BIIEPe/IU PbIH/IbI, CTPEJIblibl, 0OSIpCKUE
netu; nanee KHa3b Hlyiickuit ¢ BeHIloM MoHoMaxa
Ha ToyIIKe; 3a HUM 6osipe, Lllenkanos ¢ apckum
TIOCOXOM, OIISITh CTPEJIbLIbl. 38 HUMHU OOJIbIIINE
Oosipe, nbsiku 1 1ip. IllectBue, npoiinas ckBo3b
TOJIITY, BXOAUT B YcneHcKuit co6op. CTpesblibl
TIOMEIIAIOTCS Ha MarnepTy U CTYIEeHSX
HITaJIepaMu. )

LIVACKUN

(ITokasbIBaeTcst Ha marepTyu Y CrneHCKoro cobopa)
(K Hapony.)

Jla 3n1paBCcTBYeT LApb

Bopuc deonoposuu!

(Hapon mpunogHmuMaetcsi.)

HAPOJL
ZKuBM U 31paBCTBYii,
Lapb Haul 6arionkal

(3BOH TIpepbIBaCTCSI.)

LIYACKUN
Crnasbre!
(Yxonut B cobop.)

HAPOJL

VK KaK Ha HeOe COTHILY
KpacHOMYy cJiaBa, cjiapal
VY u Kak Ha Pycu napio
Bopucy cinasa, cnasa!

(TopxecTBeHHOE LIapcKoe 11IECTBUE U3
YcneHckoro cobopa. [1pucraBa cTaBsT Hapoa
IrajepaMu. )

ZKuBM M 31paBCTBYiA,
KUBU U 3PABCTBY!

Llapp Ham GaTtrommka!
Llaps Ham 6aTiomka!
Kuswu u 31paBcTByii!
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A square in the Moscow Kremlin. Immediately facing the
auditorium, in the distance, is the Red Staircase leading
up to the royal apartments. To the right, nearer to the
proscenium, the kneeling populace occupies a position
between the Cathedral of the Assumption to the right and
the Archangel Cathedral in the distance to the left: the
porches of the cathedrals are visible. The solemn pealing
of bells.

Scene Two

(A solemn procession of boyars begins from the Red
Staircase towards the Cathedral of the Assumption; it is
led by the Tsar’s body-guards, the strel’tsy, and the lower
boyars; then follows Prince Shuisky with the Crown of
Monomakh on a cushion; he is followed by the boyars,
Shchelkalov with the royal staff and more strel’tsy. Then
come the great boyars, the clerks, etc. The procession
passes through the crowd and enters the Cathedral of the
Assumption. The strel’tsy take up position in lines on the
porch and steps.)

SHUISKY

(on the porch of the Cathedral of the Assumption)
(to the people)

Long live Tsar

Boris Feodorovich!

(The people raise up their heads.)

THE PEOPLE
Long life and health,
our father the Tsar!

(The bell ringing stops.)

SHUISKY
Glorify him!
(He goes into the cathedral.)

THE PEOPLE

As unto the fair sun in
the Heavens, glory, glory!
So to Tsar Boris

in Rus’, glory, glory!

(The solemn royal procession from the Cathedral of the
Assumption. The police officers organise the people in
lines.)

Long life and health,
long life and health!

Our little father the Tsar!
Our little father, the Tsar!
Long life and health!
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Llapp Hawr 6aTtomkal
2KuBu u 3npaBcTBYiA!
Panyiicst, mon!

Panyiicst, Becenucst, gon!
ITpaBocnaBHBbIi1 TI01!
TpaBociaBHBI JI01!

(KonokonbHbBIl 3BOH Ha CLICHE.)
Benuuaii iapst bopuca u ciaBb.

YETBIPE BOSIPUHA

(C naneptu cobopa, Hapozy.)
Jla 3n1paBCcTBYeT LApb

Bopuc deonoposuu!
(Crniyckarorcst.)

HAPOJ
(Knansirorcst 6osipam.)
Ja 3npascTByer!

(IlesikanoB ¢ 6osipaMu MPOAOJIKAIOT ILIECTBUE U
CTAHOBSITCSI LIITAJIEPAMU OT MarepTu
ApXaHTeJIbCKOTO cO60pa, MOTYKPYTOoM, K
YcneHckomy.)

VY kak Ha Pycu

uapio bopucy cnasa,

ciaBa 1apio, ciaasa!

Cnaga! Cnasa! Cnasa! Ciasa!

(bopuc nokaspiBaeTcs Ha naneptu. LLlyiickuii n3-
3a HEero JaeT Hapo/dy 3HaK IIPEeKPaTUTh CJIAaBJIEHbE U
ctaHoBHUTCs ¢ BopoTsiHckuM no3aau bopuca.)

Cnasa! Cnasa! Cinasa! Cnasa!
(3BOH Ha ClIeHe MpeKpalaeTcs.)

BOPUC

(C maneptu cobopa; 3a HUM CTOSIT AE€TH €TO
Peonop u Keenust.)

Ckop6ut myma!

Kakoii-To cTpax HEBOJIbHBIM
3JI0BELIUM MPEIIyBCTBUEM
CKOBaJI MHE CepJLe.

(B BOCTOp>KEHHOM HACTPOCHUH. )
O, lNpaBeaHuk,

0, Mot Orer1 1ep>KaBHBI!
Bo33pu ¢ HeGec Ha clé3bl
BEPHBIX CJIYT Y HUCTIOLLINA

Thl MHE CBSILLIEHHOE

Ha BJIACTh GJIarOCIOBEHBE.
(CmupeHHO.)

Jla 6yny 6nar u
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Our little father the Tsar!

Long life and health!

Rejoice, o people!

Rejoice and make merry, o people!
Ye people of the Orthodox faith!
Ye people of the Orthodox faith!

(The pealing of bells on stage.)
Extol Tsar Boris and glorify him.

FoUR BOYARS

(from the cathedral porch, to the populace)
Long live Tsar

Boris Feodorovich!

(They descend the steps.)

THE PEOPLE
(bowing to the boyars)
Long life!

(Shchelkalov and the boyars continue with the
procession and form lines from the porch of the
Archangel Cathedral in a semicircle towards the
Cathedral of the Assumption.)

So in Rus’

to Tsar Boris, glory!

Glory to the Tsar, glory!
Glory! Glory! Glory! Glory!

(Boris appears on the porch. From behind him Shuisky
give the sign to the people to stop the glorification and
stands behind Boris with Vorotynsky.)

Glory! Glory! Glory! Glory!
(The ringing of the bells on stage ceases.)

Boris

(from the porch of the cathedral; behind him stand his
children Fyodor and Xeniya.)

My soul is sad!

Some involuntary fear

has gripped my heart

with ominous foreboding.

(with a mood of exultation)

0, God of righteousness,

o, my sovereign Father!

Gaze down from the heavens at the tears
of Thy loyal servants and send down

a holy blessing

on my sovereign power.

(humbly)

I shall be good and
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npasezieH, Kak ThI,

Jia B cJ1aBe MPaBJIIO CBOI HAPOL...

(CKJIOHSIET TOJIOBY B MOJIUTBEHHOM HAaCTPOCHUU. )
Tenepb TIOKJIOHHUMCS ITOYHIOLLIUM

BracTuTeassM Poccun.

(C mapcTBEeHHBIM BEJIMYUCM. )

A TaMm c3bIBaTh HApoO/ Ha NUp,

BCEX, OT 6OSIp IO HUILETO cierniial

BceM BOJIbHBIN BXOJ, BCEM— FOCTH Jloporue!

(Bopuc criyckaercst ¢ rnanepTu, CoIyTcTByeMblid
Ilyiickum u BopoTeiHCKMM, 32 HUMU O0sipe U
crpenblibl. [Tponokaercs mectTeue K
ApxaHreJabCcKOMY coO0opy.)

HAPOJ
Cnaga! CnaBa, cnasa!

(Kos10K0IbHBII 3BOH Ha CLIEHE.)

2KviBu 1 31paBCTBYA,
1apb Ham OaTiolIKa.

(Hapon toMutcs Kk ApxaHTeIbCKOMY cOO0opY;
npucTaBa MPUBOJSAT HAPOJL B IMOPSIIOK. )

Mmuoras sieta napio Bopucy!
VYK Kak Ha HeGe

COJIHBINIKY ciiaBa!

Corasa!

V3 kak Ha Pycu

napto bopucy cnasa!

CrnaBa 1 MHoras Jiera!

(Cymaroxa; 6opbba MpUCTABOB C HAPOJIOM. )
(bopuc nokaspiBaeTcsi U3 ApXaHIeJIbCKOTo cobopa
M HalpawJIsieTcs K TeEpeMaM. )

CnaBa, cnaBa, cjiaBa, cjaBa!
Cunaga! Crnasa!
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just as Thee,

And I shall rule my people in glory...

(He bows his head in prayer.)

Now let us bow down before

the departed rulers of Russia.

(with regal grandeur)

And there summon the people to the feast,

all of them, from boyar to blind beggar!

Free access is given to all, all are cherished guests!

(Boris descends from the porch accompanied by Shuisky
and Vorotynsky, and behind them, the boyars and
strel’tsy. The procession continues towards the Archangel
Cathedral.)

THE PEOPLE
Glory! Glory! Glory!

(the pealing of bells on stage)

Long life and health,
our little father the Tsar.

(The people force their way towards the Archangel
Cathedral; the police officers control the populace.)

Many years to Tsar Boris!
As the sun in the sky,
Glory!

Glory!

So to Tsar Boris

in Rus’ glory, glory!
Glory and many years!

(A disturbance; the police officers struggle with the
people.)

(Boris appears from the Archangel Cathedral and makes
his way towards the royal apartments.)

Glory! Glory! Glory! Glory!
Glory! Glory!
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MEPBOE IEVCTBUE

IlepBast KapTHHa

(Houb. Kenbst B UynoBom MmoHacTheipe. [Tumen
MUILLIeT Nepe JaMnanoii. 'puropuii cniur.)

MMMMEH

(IMpuocranaBnuBaeTcs.)

Emg onHo nociieiHee ckasaHbe

M JIETOITUCh OKOHYEHA MOSI.
OKOHYEH TPY[, 3aBEeLLaHHBII

ot bora MHe, rpeliHomy.

(IMurer.)

(IlpuocranaBnuBaeTcs.)

Henapom MHOruX JietT cBuieTeemM
I'ocroap MeHsT MOCTaBuUII.
Korna-HuOyns MOHaX TPYIOTIOOMBBIT
HalAET MO TPyl yCePAHBIA,
OE3bIMSIHHBIIA;

3aCBETUT OH, KaK s,

CBOIO JTaMTIany,

M MbUIb BEKOB OT XapTUii OTPSIXHYB,
MpaBAMBbIE CKa3aHbsl MIEPEITUIIIET.
Jla BelatoT MOTOMKM IPaBOCIaBHBIX
3eMJIM POJTHOW MUHYBILIYIO CYAbOY.
(3anymbiBaeTcs.)

Ha crapocTu st ChI3HOBA KUBY.
MuHyBIlIee TTPOXOIUT MPEIO MHOIO,
BOJIHYSICSI KAK MOpe-OKHaH.

J1aBHO JIb OHO HECJIOCh,

COOBITHI MOJIHO...

Ternepb OHO CITOKOWHO U 6€3MOJIBHO!..

OnHako OJIM30K AEHb...

Jlammiana noropaer...

(IMuwrert.)

Ewi€ onHo nociieiHee ckazaHbe...
(IpomoskaeT mucathb. )

MOHAXU

(3a cueHoro.)

Boxe Kpernkuii, ipaBblii,
BHemu pabam TBoum,
mogsiimM Ts!

Jyx JoKeMyapust JIyKaBblit
OTKEHM OT Yajl TBOUX,
Bepsimux Tu!

TPUTOPUN

(Ipocwimaercsi.)

Bcé ToT ke coH!...

B tpetumii pa3 Bc€ TOT ke coH!
HeoTBsI3HBIN, IPOKJISITHIN COH...
A CcTapuK CUIUT J1a TTUILIET,

U APEMOTOIi, 3HATh, BO BCIO
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ACT ONE

Scene One

(Night. A cell in the Chudov Monastery. Pimen is writing
by the light of a lamp. Grigory is sleeping.)

PIMEN

(pausing)

Just one more final tale

and my chronicle is finished.

The labour entrusted by God to me,

a humble sinner, is completed.

(He writes.)

(pauses)

It is not for nothing that the Lord

made me a witness for so many years.

One day an assiduous monk

will find my zealous

and unsigned labours;

he will light

his lamp, as I do,

and brushing the dust of centuries from the manuscripts,
he will copy out my truthful tales.

And the descendants of the Orthodox faithful
will know the past fate of their native land.
(grows pensive)

In my old age I am reliving everything again.
The past unfolds before me,

turbulent like the immense ocean.

Was it so long ago that it sped by

so full of events...

Now it is calm and silent!...

but the day approaches...

the lamp is burning down...

(He writes.)

Just one more final tale...

(He continues writing.)

MONKs

(off-stage)

God of strength and justice,
hear Thy servants

who pray to Thee!

Drive away the sly spirit of
false wisdom from Thy children
who believe in Thee!

GRIGORY

(waking)

That same dream again!...

For the third time that same dream!
That obsessive, accursed dream...
but the old man just sits and writes,
and it seems that all night
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HOYb OH HE CMBbIKaJI O4€il.

Kak s1 11067110 ero CMUpeHHbIN BUJL,
KOrja Jylioil B MUHYBILIEM
MOTPYXXEHHBIN, CTOKOWHBIN,
BEJIMYABbBIN, OH JIETOIIMCH CBOIO...

(ITonxomut K [MMeHy U KJTaHsIeTCsI B MOSIC. )

MMMMEH
TpocHyscs, 6pat?

TPUTOPUN
bnarociioBu MEH#, YECTHOM OTell.

NMUMEH

(BcTaeTt u 651arOC/IOBIISIET. )
Bnarocnosu te6st ['ocnonb

M THECH U TIPUCHO U BO BEKMU.
(Camurcest.)

MOHAXHU

(3a cueHor.)
Boxe, boxe moit,
BCKYIO OCTaBMJI Msi!

TPUTOPUN

(Bpinpsimiisiecst.)

Tel BcE nucan

U CHOM He 1103a0bLIcs:

a MOl MOKOI 6ecoBCcKOe
MeuTaHbe TPEBOXMWIO

M Bpar ME€HS MYTWJL.

MHe CHWIOCH: JIECTHULIA KpyTas
BeJia MEHsl Ha OalllHIO;

C BBICOTBI MHE BHICJ1aCh MOCKBa;
YTO MypaBEeMHUK,

HapoJ BHMU3Y Ha MJIiolaam
KUIIEJT M Ha MEHS

YKa3bIBaJl CO CMEXOM...

U cteinHO MHE,

" CTpAalIHO CTAHOBUJIOCK...

W, mapasi ctpeMriaas,

5T IPOOY>KIAJCs.

MMMMEH

Minanast KpOBb UTPAET;
CMUPSTiA ce0s MOJTUTBOM

U TIOCTOM, U CHBI TBOU
BUIEHUI JIETKUX OYIyT IMOJIHBI.
JloHBIHE, eclU 51, HEBOJIbHOIO
ApeMoToiil obeccuiieH,

HE COTBOPIO MOJIMTBBI JIOJITOM K HOYMH,
MOI1 CTapblil COH HE TUX

¥ He Oe3rpeleH;

MHE YyAsaTCcsl TO OyiHbIC TUPHI,
TO CXBaTKHU OOEBBIE,

he has not closed his eyes from drowsiness.
How I love his meek appearance

when wholly absorbed in the past,

calm and stately

he writes his chronicle...

(approaches Pimen and makes a low bow)

PIMEN
Are you awake, brother?

GRIGORY
Give me your blessing, holy father.

PIMEN

(gets up and gives his blessing)
May the Lord bless you

today, always and forevermore.
(sits)

MONKS

(off-stage)

O God, o my God,

why hast Thou abandoned me!

GRIGORY

(straightening up)

You have gone on writing

and not sought oblivion in sleep:
but a devilish dream

has disturbed my rest

and Satan has troubled me.

In my dream: a steep staircase
led me to a tower;

from the top I could see Moscow;
it was like an anthill,

and the people down below on the square
were seething about

pointing at me and laughing...

I felt ashamed,

and I grew afraid...

and falling headlong,

I awoke.

PIMEN

Your young blood is restless;
subdue yourself with prayer

and fasting, and your dreams
will be filled with airy visions.
Even now, if I am ever overcome
by involuntary slumber,

and I do not offer up a lengthy prayer for the night,

my ageing dreams are not calm
and devoid of sin;

I seem to see of wild feasts,
military skirmishes,
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0e3yMHBIE TTOTEXU IOHBIX JIET...

TPUTOPUI

Kak Becesio mpoBET CBOIO Thl MJIAIOCTh!
Tol BoeBas non OamHsamu Kazanu,

ThI paTh JIuTBe Tipu Lllyitckom oTpaxkai,
ThI BUZIEJI 1BOP U pocKoiirb MoaHHa!

A 5 OT OTPOYECKUX JIET 10 KEJIUSIM
CKUTAIOCh, O€IHbIN UHOK,

3a4eM M MHE He TeIIUThCS B 605X,

He NUPOBaTh 3a LLAPCKOIO TPATE30ii...

MNMMMEH

(OcranasnuBasi ['puropust 3a pyKy; CIIOKOIHO.)
He cetyii, 6part, 9yTo paHo
rpelHbIil CBET MOKUHYII.

Bepsb TBI MHE: Hac u3ganu
TUICHSIET POCKOIIIb

M XKEHCKas JiyKaBasi JII00OBb.
TTomblcau, CBbIH, ThI

O Hapsax BEJIMKUX —

KTo BbIle nx? 1 4To xe:

0, KaK 4acTo, 4acto

OHM MEHSJIM CBOM MOCOX
napckuii u nopbupy,

U CBOl BEHELl POCKOLIHBII

Ha MHOKA KJIOOYK CMUPEHHBIH,

U B KEJIUU CBSITOM JYLLIOIO OT/IbIXaIH.
3pech, B 9TOM caMoii Keabe,

B Heli xui Torna Kupuut
MHOTOCTpaJajibHbIH,

MYX ITpaBeIHBbI.

3nech BUOEH ST LIapsi.

3anyMuuB, TUX CUAEI

npex Hamu ['po3HbIii,

M TUXO peub U3 yCT €ro Jimjaacs,

a B 04ax ero CypoBbIX

pacKasiHbsI cjie3a JpoxKaa...

W nnakan oH...

(3amymbiBaeTcsi.)

A cora ero, @eomop!

OH HapcKue 4epToru ImpeodpaTut
B MOJIMTBEHHYIO KEJIbIO;

Bor Bo3m06un cMupeHue uapsi,

u Pych npu HEM BO ciiaBe
OEe3MSATEKHOM yTeIINIaCh...

A B 4ac ero KOH4MHbI
CBEPIINJIOCS HECJIBIXaHHOE Uya0!
IMasaTel MCTIOJIHWUIIMCH GJIATOYXaHBA. ..
WU nuk ero Kak CoJIHLIE pocusii!..
VX He BUIaTh TAaKOTO HaM Laps!
IMporuesanu mbl bora,
COTpeLININ,

BJIAJIBIKOIO cebe

the madcap amusements of my youth...

GRIGORY

What a merry time you had in your youth!

You fought under the towers of Kazan,

you repulsed the Lithuanian forces in Shuisky’s time,
you saw the court and the splendour of Ivan!

Whilst I, poor monk that I am,

have wandered through cells since my boyhood.
Why should I not have fun in battles

and feast at the Tsar’s table...

PIMEN

(restraining Grigory by the arm; calmly.)
Do not lament, brother, that so early

you abandoned the sinful world.

Believe me: from a distance

we are entranced by luxury

and the cunning love of women.

Think, my son,

about the great tsars —

who is greater than they? But what happens:
0, how often, how often

they have exchanged their royal staff,
their mantle of porphyry

and their sumptuous crown

for the humble headgear of a monk

and in the holy cell they have given rest to their souls.
At that time

here, in this very cell

lived the suffering Kirill,

a man of righteous ways.

Here I saw the Tsar.

before us sat Ivan the Terrible

thoughtful and calm

and the words flowed quietly from his lips,
whilst in his harsh eyes

quivered a tear of repentance...

And he wept...

(becomes pensive)

but his son, Fyodor!

He turned the royal chambers

into a cell for prayer;

god came to love the humility of the tsar,
and under him Rus’ took comfort

in serene glory...

At the hour of his passing

there occurred an unheard-of miracle!
The chambers were filled with fragrance...
and his face beamed like the sun!...

We are not to see such a tsar again!

We have angered God,

we have sinned,

we have given the name sovereign
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(ryxo)
Hapeyouiiiy Hapekiu!

TPUTOPUN
(Bo Bpemst pacckasza [IluMeHa moaceBIIMiA K €ro
CTOJIMKY W YCePAHO CIIYIIaBIIHIA. )

@ JlaBHO, YECTHOI OTell,

XOTEJIOCh MHE Te0sI CIIPOCUTH,
KaKUX ObL JIET
apeBuy yoOmeHHbIi?

TNMMUMEH
OH ObLJ1 OBbI TBOI POBECTHUK
U 1IapcTBOBa....

(I'lpu aTux cnosax ['puropuii BeTMIECTBEHHO
BBITIPAMIISIETCS BO BECh POCT, TIOTOM CHOBA C
TIPUTBOPHBIM CMUPEHUEM OITYyCKAeTCsl Ha CKaMBbIO. )

Ho Bor cynwi unoe.

Bopuca npecryrieHbeM
BOTIUIOLIAM 3aKJTIOUY 51

JIETOITUCH CBOIO.

Bpar I'puropwuii!

TeI TpamMoTOIi CBOW

pasyM MpOCBEeTUII.

Tebe Moii Tpya nepenaro...
OrnucebiBaii, He MyIpCTBYs JIyKaBo,
BCE, UeMy CBUAETEJTb

B >KM3HU Oyielllb:

BOIHY WIb MUD,

yIpaBy rocynapei,

IpopoyecTsa 1

3HaAMEeHbsI HEOECHBI...

A MHe nopa, rmopa yx
OT/IOXHYTb...

(Bcraet u racut nammiany. Konxoko:n 3a ciieHO.
INpucnymimBaeTcsi.)

3BOHSAT K 3ayTpeHe...

bnarocnosu INocrionb cBoux pa6os!...
IMonait kocteutb, ['puropuii!

MOHAXU

(3a cueHoro.)

TMomutyit Hac, Boxe!
IMomunyii Hac, BeeGmarmit!

(ﬂumeH YXOOUT B MOJIMTBEHHOM HAaCTPOCHUMU.
I'puropuii MpoBOXKAET ero 1 1o yXOJIe OCTAeTCsl y
JIBEpU.)

Ortue Hail, Beenepkureib,
Boxe BeuHbIit, MpaBbIid,
TIOMUJTyit Hac!
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(muffled)

to a regicide!

GRIGORY

(who has seated himself by Pimen’s table and has been
listening intently during his narrative)

Holy father, for a long time

I have wanted to ask you

what was the age

of the murdered tsarevich?

PIMEN
He would be the same age as you

and he would be tsar!...

(At these words Grigory pulls himself up grandly to his

full height, then again with feigned humility sinks back

onto his bench.)

But God decreed it otherwise.
With Boris’s scandalous crime

I shall conclude

my chronicle.

brother Grigory!

You have enlightened your mind
with reading and writing.

I shall give you my labours...
describe without cunning sophistry
everything of which you are witness
in your life:

war or peace,

the justice of our sovereigns,

the prophecies and

omens of heaven...

For me it is time, time

to rest...

(gets up and extinguishes his lamp; a bell off-stage; he
listens intently.)

It is the bell for matins...

Bless, o Lord, Thy servants!...
Give me my staff, Grigory!

MONKS

(off-stage)

Have mercy upon us, o Lord!

Have mercy upon us, most gracious God!

(Pimen goes out in an attitude of prayer. Grigory
accompanies him out and then remains near the door.)

Our Father, Almighty God,
o, eternal, righteous God,
have mercy upon us!

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



TPUTOPUN

(Y camoit nBepu.)

Bopuc, bopuc!

Bcé nipen To6oit Tpenener,
HUKTO HE CMEeeT U
HAIOMHUTb O XXPpeOuu
HEeCYaCTHOIO MJIAJICHILIA. ..
(ITonxons K cToiy, IOYTU TOBOPKOM.)
A MEXIy TeM OTIICJIbHUK
B TEMHOI1 KeJTbe 31eCh

Ha Tebst IOHOC

Y>KaCHBIW MUILET:

¥ HE YHAIEUIb Th

OT cyja JII0JCKOrO,

Kak He yinéun

ot boxbero cyaa.

Bropas kaptuna
Kopuma Ha JIUTOBCKOW rpaHuUlle

XO3SIKA

(LLITomaet crapyio Aylierpeiky.)
IMoumana 51 cusa cesesHs,

0X, Thl, MOl ceJie3eHb,

MOii KacaTHK, CeJIe3eHb,
IMocaxy Tebs1, cusa ceyiesHsl,

0X, Ha YACTEHbKUI TIPYAOK,

O]l PAKUTOBBIN KYCTOK.

TsI MOPXHU, TOPXHU,

CU3blil cesie3eHb,

oli, B3Belicsl, MIOOHUMUCH,

K OeTHEHBKOI KO MHE CITYCTHCh.
ITono610 TeOs,

npUroyoITIO o1,

MaBO MUJIOBA JPYXKKa,

KacaTuka ceJie3Hsi!

TreI ipucsaab KO MHE,

J1a TOOJIMKE,

0060iiMU MEHsI, IPYKOK,
TIOLEJIY A MEHSI pa3oK.

(3a cueHoii roBop 1 rpyOblii cMex. Benynimbaercst.)

DBoHal.. [1poxoxuii JroI...
(I'oBOp 3a CLIEHOIO CJIBIIIHEE. )
loctu noporwue...

(3a cleHOI0 THXO.)

A-y! Cmonxiu!..
3HaTh MUMO MIPOMaXHYJIH. ..

GRIGORY

(close to the door)

Boris! Boris!

Everything before you is quivering,

no one even dares

to remind you about the fate

of the unfortunate infant...

(coming up to the table; almost in a speaking voice)
Yet meanwhile,

here in this dark cell

a hermit is writing a terrible denunciation
against you:

and you will not escape

the justice of men,

as you will not escape

the justice of God.

Scene Two
An inn on the Lithuanian frontier

INNKEEPER

(darning an old body-warmer)
I caught a grey drake,

ah, my little drake,

my darling little drake,

I’ll set you down, grey drake,
on a clean pond,

under a broom grove.

Flutter about, flutter about,
grey drake,

oh, soar up, take to the wing,
then come down to me, poor soul that I am.
I shall love you,

I shall caress you,

my dearest,

my darling drake!

Come and sit down beside me,
A bit closer,

embrace me, dearest,

give me a kiss just once.

(Voices and crude laughter off-stage. She listens.)
Listen to that!... Passers-by...

(The voices off-stage are more audible.)

Dear guests...

(Off-stage voices fall silent.)

Ha! No sound!...
They must have missed the door...
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Pacuanyii MeHs, 1a roxapue,
Oli, Tbl MOIi CeJIe3€Hb,

MOit KacaTHK, CeJIe€3eHb,

ThbI IOTCLLUb MEHS, MOTCLUb MCHSI,
BIOBYIUKY BOJIBHYIO...
(ITpucmymusaercsi.)

MUWCAWJI, BAPJTAAM

(3a nBepbio.)

JIton XxpucTUaHCKUiA,

JIKOJT YECTHOM, FOCIHOIHUI,
Ha CTPOEHbE XpaMOB
TOXEPTBYIl XOTh KOIEEUKY,
JIeriTa BO31acTcst Tebe
cropuleit!

XO3SMKA

(B BoTHEHUH.)

Ax, To1, ['OCcronu, crapiibl 4ecTHbIE!
Jypa 51, n1ypa okosibHasl,

cTapasi TpexoBoaHuIa!

(bexur K okHy.)

Taxk u ectb!..

(Cyerturcsi.)

OHU... YeCTHBIE CTapLbl!..

(WUnet K ABepu 1 OTBOPSIET €e€.)

(Bxomsit Bapinaam u Mucawi; 3a HUMU
Camo3sBanel mog uMeHeMm I'puropust — oaet
KPECTbSIHUHOM. X03511iKa yCepIHO KJIaHSeTCs
TOCTSIM B TO5IC.)

BAPJIAAM
Keno, mup nomy TBOEMY!

XO3AMKA

(Knansiercs emie pas.)
YeM-TO MHE Bac MoTYEBaTh,
cTaplibl YeCTHbIE?

MUCAUII
(CmupeHHoO.)
UYewMm Bor nocnasn, xo3siomka.

BAPJIAAM
(Tonkaetr Mucauna.)
Her i BuHa?

XO3SIKA

Kak He ObITb, OTLILI MOU!
Ceituac BbIHECY.

(WUnet B KJIaIOBYIO.)

(Bapnaam Habmonaet 3a ['puropuem, KOTOpbIit
CHUIUT y CTOJIa MPU3AAyMaBILINCD.)

16

Smother me with kisses and more passionately,
ah, my little drake,

my darling little drake,

come and entertain me,

an unattached widow...

(listens)

MISAIL, VARLAAM

(outside)

Christian folk,

worthy, God-fearing folk,

spare just a copeck

for the building of churches,

you will redeem your widow’s mite
a hundred fold!

INNKEEPER

(agitated)

Ah, heavens above, it’s some venerable monks!
‘What a silly fool I am, a silly,

devious old sinner!

(runs to the window)

I thought so...

(fusses about)

It’s... venerable old monks!...

(goes to the door and opens it)

(Enter Varlaam and Misail; they are followed by the
Pretender under the name of Grigory — he is dressed like
a peasant. The innkeeper delivers a brisk, low bow to her
guests.)

VARLAAM
‘Woman, peace be on your house!

INNKEEPER

(bows again)

Can I bring you anything,
reverent fathers?

MIisAIL
(humbly)
Whatever God provides, mistress.

VARLAAM
(giving Misail a nudge)
Is there no wine?

INNKEEPER

Whatever next, holy fathers!
I’ll bring some now.

(goes into the larder)

(Varlaam watches Grigory, who sits at the table with a
pensive air.)
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BAPJIAAM

(IMonxonst k I'puropuio.)
Yro X THI MpU3agyMacs,
TOBapuIi?

Bot u rpanuna Jlutosckasi,
10 KOTOpOW Tebe Tak
XOTEJIOCh 100PaThCsi.

TPUTOPUN

(Y cTona 3amyMuMBBIii, MpayHO.)
IToka He 6yny B JIuTBe

HE MOTY OBITh CITIOKOEH.

BAPJIAAM

Jla uyto TeGe JInTBa Tak ciaroouaach?
Bot mbI, oTerr Mucaw,

Jia a3 MHOTOTPEIIHBIN,

KaK yTEeKJIM U3 MOHACTBIPSI,

TaK U B yc cebe He ayem!

JlurBa nu, Pych nu,

YTO IyJ0K, YTO TYCJIH,

BC€ HaM paBHO, ObLTIO 6 BUHO...

(Bxoaut xo3siiika co mrodamu. 3aBUasi XO3SIAKY

Becesio.)
Jla BOT 1 oHO!

XO3AMKA

(CtaBUT BUHO Ha CTOJ.)
Bor BaM, OTLbI MOU,
TeiiTe Ha 310POBbE.

MUCAWJI, BAPJIAAM
Criacu0o0, X03s1011IKa,
Bor te6s 61arociosu!

(HanuBaioT BUHO u nbioT, Kpome ['puropwmsi.)

BAPJIAAM

(Co mrrodom B pyke.)

Kaxk Bo ropozne 6su10 Bo Kazanu,
I'po3HBblii LIapb TUPOBAT
J1a BECEJIMJICS.

OH Tarapeii 611 HELIaIHO,
4TOG UM OBLIO HEMOBAJIHO
BIIOJIb IO PycH rysisiTh.
(ITweT.)

Llapb moaxo/1oM NOAXOAMIT
na o Kazanb roposiok,
OH MOJIKOITbI MTOAKOMaI

na non KazaHKy-peky.
Kak Tatape-to

10 rOpoy MOXaXkKMBAIOT,
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VARLAAM

(coming up to Grigory)

‘What are you being so thoughtful about,
my friend?

Here’s the Lithuanian frontier,

that you were so keen

to reach.

GRIGORY

(Pensive at the table, gloomily.)
Until I am in Lithuania

I cannot be calm.

VARLAAM

So why have you taken such a fancy to Lithuania?
Now, father Misail

and me, great sinner that I am,

we don’t care a damn

seeing that we’ve got away from the monastery!
Lithuania, Russia,

chalk, cheese,

it’s all the same to us, so long as there’s wine...

(Enter the innkeeper with some bottles. Seeing the
innkeeper he grows cheerful.)

Here it comes!

INNKEEPER

(putting the wine on the table)
Here you are, reverent fathers,
drink to good health.

MISAIL, VARLAAM
Thank you, mistress,
may the Lord bless you!

(They pour out the wine and drink it. Only Grigory does

not drink.)

VARLAAM

(with a bottle in his hand)

It all happened in the town of Kazan!
The fearsome Tsar was feasting

and making merry.

He was giving the Tartars a drubbing without mercy,
so as to show them that they can’t
go on the rampage across Russia.
(drinks)

The Tsar went on a campaign,

up as far as the town of Kazan.

He dug some tunnels

right under the Kazanka River.
Meanwhile, the Tartars

were strolling about the town,
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Ha naps MBana-to
norjasabiBaroT,

3JI1 TaTapoBe.

I'po3HBII [IAPH-TO 3aKPYUUHUIICS,
OH TTOBECHUJI TOJIOBYIIKY

Ha IpaBoe IJIeyo.

V3K Kak cTajn uapb

TyLIKapei c3bIBaTh,
nylmkapei Bc€ 3aKUrajabliiuKoOB,
3aXKUTAJIBIIUKOB.
3anpIMMIIacst CBeYKa BOCKY sIpOBa,
MOAXOAMJI MOJIOLOM MyIIKapb
oT K Goyeuke.

A ¥ ¢ TopoxoM-To Gouka
3akpyxuiacs. Oi!

Ilo monkonam nmokaruiacs,
J1a U XJIOTTHYJIA.

(ITweT.)

321]301'[1/[.1'[1/[, 3aroJiguin

3JI1 TaTaposBe,

6J1arM MaTOM 3aJIUBAJIUCS.
ITosiersio TaTaposeit

ThMa ThMYILIasl,

MOJIETJIO UX COPOK ThICSYE
J1a TP ThICSIYU.

Taxk-To Bo ropoje 6bL10

Bo Kaszanu... Dit!
(I'poIOSKUTETBHO MHET.)
(I'puropwuio.)

YTo X Tl He MOATATUBACIIb,
Ja v HE MOTATUBAEIb?

TPUTOPUN
He xouy.

MUCAUIT
BonbHOMY BoJISI.

BAPJIAAM
A mbsiHOMY paii, otelr Mucawt!
Brinmbem yapouky 3a IIMHKapoOuKy!

(HanuBator 06a u nbioT. [IprcTaibHO CMOTPUT Ha
I'puropust u yxxe HaBecesie oOpaniaeTcst K Hemy.)

OpHako, OpaT: Koraa s Mmbko,
TaK TPE3BbIX HE JIIOOJIIO.
(ITver.)

WHo neno nbsHCTBO,
(IweT.)

MHO JIeJIO YBAHCTBO;

XOYelllb XKUTh KaK Mbl,
MMIIOCTH TIPOCUM!

Her?!

Taxk youpaiicst, mpoBaiusaii!

they were looking

at Tsar Ivan,

the wicked Tartars!

The fearsome Tsar grew miserable,
he hung his head

on his right shoulder.

Then the Tsar

summoned up his artillerymen,

his artillerymen and incendiaries,
incendiaries.

A candle made from white wax began to smoke,
a young artilleryman

came up to a barrel.

And the barrel started

whirling around from the powder. Ha!
It rolled down the tunnels

and went off bang.

(drinks)

The wicked Tartars started yelling
and kicking up a din.

They were shouting at the top of their voices.
It brought down

a huge mass of Tartars,

forty-three thousand of them

were lying there.

That’s the way it happened

In the town of Kazan... Ha!
(carries on drinking)

(to Grigory)

Why don’t you join in the singing,
and have a swig?

GRIGORY
I don’t want to.

MISAIL
As you please.

VARLAAM
But the drunken man sees paradise, father Misail!
Let’s drain a glass to our lovely innkeeper!

(They pour out the wine and drink. Varlaam watches

Grigory intently, and already tipsy, addresses him.)

‘When I drink, brother,

I don’t like the company of sober men.
(drinks)

Drunkenness is one thing

(drinks)

but arrogance is another;

if you want to live as we do,

it’s our pleasure!

If not

then clear off, make yourself scarce!
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TPUTOPUN
[leii, na npo ceds pazymeit,
orell Bapnaam!...

BAPJIAAM

T1po ce6st!

Jla uTo MHe TIpo cebsi pasyMeTh?
(C nocanoro.)

ii!

(PasBanuBaetcst Ha crojie; Mucaui npemIer.)

Kak ener €H, enet €H €H...
Jla noroHsiet €H.

Ilanka Ha éM

TOPYUT KaK POXKOH,
KadTaH OT BECh-TO I'PSI3EH.
(Apemier.)

TPUTOPUN

(IMomxomst K xo3s1iiKe.)
Xoasiika!

Kyna Bener ata nopora?

XO3SIKA
A B JIuTBY, KOpMUIIELL.

TPUTOPUN
A naneue 1o JInteur?

XO3AMKA

Her, ponumpelii, Henaneue,
K Beuepy MOXHO OCNETh,
KaObl HE 3aCTaBHL...

TPUTOPUI
Kak? 3acraBb1?

XO35IMKA

Kro-To 6exkan n3 MockBbl,
a BEJICHO BCeX 3a1ep>KUBaTh,
J1a OCMaTpUBATh.

TPUTOPUN
D! Bot Tebe, 6abyika,
u IOpbeB neHb!

BAPJIAAM
(ITpoOyxnasice.)
Canuicst €H,

JIEKUT €H €H,
(Apemuter.)

Ji1a BCTAaTb HE MOXKET EH.

GRIGORY
Drink, but keep your thought to yourself,
Father Varlaam!...

VARLAAM

To myself!

What should I keep to myself?
(annoyed)

Ha!

(Sprawling on the table; Misail is dosing.)

There he goes, goes, goes...
There he goes driving us on...
His cap

sticks out like a gatepost

and his caftan is just filthy.
(doses)

GRIGORY

(coming up to the innkeeper)
Mistress!

Where does this road lead?

INNKEEPER
To Lithuania, father.

GRIGORY
And is it far to Lithuania?

INNKEEPER

No, my dear, not far,

you could get there by this evening

if it were not for the frontier barriers...

GRIGORY
‘What? There are frontier barriers?

INNKEEPER

Someone has run away from Moscow,
and there are orders to detain everyone,
and give them a looking over.

GRIGORY
Ha! There you are.
‘What a proper state of affairs this is!

VARLAAM

(waking)

Fell over he did,

and there he is lying there,
(doses)

can’t get up, he can’t.
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TPUTOPUN
A KOro UM HYXHO?

XO3SIVIKA

VYK He 3Hal0, BOP JIN,
pa30oiTHUK KaKoii,
TOJIBKO MPOXOAy HET

OT MPUCTABOB MTPOKJISITHIX.

TPUTOPUI
(3amymMumnBo.)
Taxk...

XO3SIMKA

A dgero noiimaroT?

Hwuuero, Hu Geca Jibicoro!
Byaro Tonpko u myTH,

4TO cTOJIGOBAS!

Bor, xoTh oTCIOna:
CBOPOTHU HaJIeBO,

J1a 110 TPOIMHKE, U UIN

o YekaHCKOI YaCOBHH,
4YTO Ha PYYbIO;

a OTTyna Ha XJIOMUHO,

a TaM Ha 3aiilieBo,

a TYT YK BCSIKMI MaJIbuMILIKa
110 JIUTBBI TE€OSI TPOBOJINT. ..
OT 3THUX TPUCTABOB

TOJBKO M TOJIKY,

YTO TECHST MPOXOXKUX,

aa oduparoT Hac, OEAHBIX. ..

BAPJIAAM

(3eBaeT ¥ MOTATUBAETCS CKBO3b COH.)

Ipuexan éH,
1a — B IBepPb TYK, TYK!

(Jlerkuit CTyK B HApY>KHYIO JIBEPb. )

Jla, 4TO €CThb MOUYEHBKU
(CKBO3b IPEMOTY.)
TYK, TYK, TyK!
(Apemer.)

(YcuieHHBIN CTYK B IBEPD.)
XO3SIVKA

(IMpucnymuBaercs.)
Yro Tam emé?

(et K OKHY 1 TPUCTaJIbHO BCMAaTPUBAETCS. )

Bot onu npoxisiteie!
OnsiTh ¢ A030pOM UIyT!

GRIGORY
Who are they after?

INNKEEPER

I don’t know whether he a thief

or some sort of brigand,

only there’s no way through

on account of those damned police officers.

GRIGORY
(thoughtfully)
So...

INNKEEPER

And what will they catch?

Nothing, not a damned thing!

As if the only way through

was the highroad!

If you go from here, for instance,

just turn left,

and take the path,

walk on as far as the Chapel of Chekan,
that stands on the stream;

from there go on to Khlopino,

and from there to Zaytsevo.

Then any lad you come across

can show you the way into Lithuania...
The only thing these

police officers are good at

is to harass passers-by

and fleece us, poor folk...

VARLAAM

(yawning and stretching in his sleep)
Came, he did

and went bang, bang on the door!

(a feint knock at the door)

As hard as he could

(through his sleep)

Bang, bang, bang!

(doses)

(a louder knock on the door)

INNKEEPER

(listening)

What now?

(goes to the window and takes a good look)
It’s them, the damn nuisances,

doing their patrols again!

(OtBOpsieT ABepb. YCEPAHO U HU3KO KJIAHSETCs (She opens the door and hastens to deliver a low bow to
BXOISIIINM ITpucTaBaMm. Bxonst nmpucrasa u'y the officers who enter. The officers enter and in the
JBepeil HabIIonaloT 3a OpoasiTam.) doorway they watch the vagrants.)
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BAPJIAAM

(ITpoby>kmaeTcst U CHOBA ITOTPYXKAETCSI B IPEMOTY.)
Kak ener €H, enet €H, €H...

Jla moroHsier €H...

TMPUCTAB

(Kpametcst k npemmionium 6poasiram. CxBaTbIBast
Bapnaama u Mucauia 3a BOpOT.)

Bbl uto 3a moau?

(OToporieB, 06a BCKAKMUBAIOT. )

MUWCAWJI, BAPJTAAM
(XKanobHo, co cMUpeHueM.)
Craplbl CMUPEHHBIE,
MHOKM YECTHBbIC,

XOIUM I10 CECJICHUSAIM,
cobupaeM MUJIOCTBIHBKY.

MPUCTAB
(I'puropwuio.)
A TBI KTO Takoit?

MUCAWII, BAPJIAAM
(O6a mocrienIHo.)
Hau rosapui.

TPUTOPUN

(boiiko moaXxoauT K MpUCTaBy, HEOPEXKHO. )
MupstHUH U3 IpUTropoa...

ITpoBonui crapues 1o pyoexa,
(Knansisice.)

U1y BOCBOSICU.

(Ilpucrasa mrerayTcsi.)

TMPUCTAB

[MapeHb-TO, KaxeTcsi, roJi:

TUIOXa MOXMUBA. ..

Bort pasBe crapiibi...

I'm!

(OTKaNnUIMBaeTCs Y TIOJIXOIUT K CTOJTY.)
Hy, otust mou,

KaKOBO IMPOMBbILILIsIeTE?

BAPJIAAM

Ox! I'lioxo, cbiHE, M10X0!
XpucTtraHe CKyIbl CTaju,

JIEHBIY JIIOOST, IEHBIY MPSYyT,
maJsio bory naror.

TTpunne rpex Beauit

Ha sI3bILbl 3eMHUU.

Xoauib, XOAUIIb,

MOJIMIIIb, MOJIUIb,

eJie-eJie TPY MOJYLIKY BBIMOJIUILIb.
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VARLAAM

(wakes up and then doses off again)
There he goes, goes, goes...

There he goes driving us on...

POLICE OFFICER

(steals over to the sleeping vagrants. Seizing Varlaam
and Misail by the scruff of the neck)

What sort of people are you?

(Struck dumb, both jump up.)

MISAIL, VARLAAM

(plaintively and with humility.)
‘We are humble fathers,

honest monks

wandering from village to village,
Gathering alms.

PoOLICE OFFICER
(to Grigory)
And who are you?

MISAIL, VARLAAM
(both hastily)
Our friend.

GRIGORY

(coming up smartly to the officer, nonchalantly)

I am a layman from out of town...

I have been showing these venerable fathers to the border,
(bowing)

And now I'm going home.

(The officers whisper to one another.)

PoLICE OFFICER

It looks like this lad is hasn’t got anything:
There’s nothing to be gained from him...
Now perhaps the old fathers...

Hm!

(clears his throat and comes up to the table)
Now, my fathers,

How is life treating you?

VARLAAM

Oh! It’s bad, my son, bad!

Christians have grown mean,

they love their money and hide it,

they give little to God.

A great sin has befallen

the heathen folk of our land.

You walk from one place to another,

you pray and pray

but you barely receive three quarter-copecks.
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Yro nenate?

C ropst ¥ OCTaJIbHOE TTPOTbEIIIb.
Ox, MPUIILTN HAITA

MocJieAHUE BpeMeHa.

XO3SIMKA
(B cropony, xano6HO.)
T'ocrionu, moMwityii u criacu Hac!

(B mponomxenun BapnaaMoBoii peun mpucTtan
3HAYMUTEJIbHO BCcMaTpuBaeTcs B Bapiiaama.)

BAPJIAAM

(YyBcTByst Ha ceGe B3I IIPUCTaBa,

OECITOKOUTCSI. )
YTo Thl Ha MEHS TaK
TMPpUCTAJIbHO CMOTDMLLH:?

TTPUCTAB

A BOT 4YTO:
(ToBapwiity.)

Aunéxa! I'lpu Tebe ykaz?
JlaBaii cioma!

(Beper yka3s.)
(Bapnaamy.)
Buauib: n3 MockBbl
Oexxan HEKMii epeTuk,
I'puiika OTperibes.
3Haelb JIU Tl 9TO?

BAPJIAAM
(CmupeHHo.)
He 3nato.

MMPUCTAB

Hy, u uapsb Besies ero, epetuka,
M3JIOBUTH U TTIOBECUTD.

CibIXast v Tbl 9T0?

BAPJIAAM
He capixan.

TTPUCTAB
Yurars ymeenb?

BAPJIAAM
Her, cbine,
He ymyapwi ['ocrionsb.

TMPUCTAB
(Cyet Bapmaamy ykas.)
Tak BoT Tebe ykas!

BAPJIAAM
(OTtcTpansist ykas; B yxace.)
Ha yto oH MHe?
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What’s to be done?

Out of grief you squander the rest on drink.
Oh, our final hours

have come.

INNKEEPER
(aside, plaintively)
O Lord, forgive us and save us!

(Whilst Varlaam has been speaking, the officer has been
studying him in a meaningful fashion.)

VARLAAM
(Feeling the officer’s gaze, he becomes anxious.)

Why are you
looking at me so intently?

POLICE OFFICER

This is why:

(to his comrade.)

Alyokha! Have you got the edict with you?
Give it here!

(takes the edict)

(to Varlaam)

You see: a certain heretic

has fled from Moscow,

he’s called Grishka Otrepyev.
Did you know that?

VARLAAM
(humbly)
No, I didn’t.

PoLICE OFFICER

Now the tsar has given orders

to catch the heretic and hang him.
Have you heard this?

VARLAAM
No, I haven’t heard.

POLICE OFFICER
Can you read?

VARLAAM
No, my son,
the Lord did not deign it to be so.

POLICE OFFICER
(thrusts the edict at Varlaam)
Here’s the edict!

VARLAAM
(pushing the edict aside; horrified)
‘What’s that to do with me?
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TMPUCTAB
DTOT epeTuK, pa3boHUK,
BOp, ['puimka — Tb1!

BAPJIAAM
Bona!
Yro 1h1, ['Ocnions ¢ To6OI!

XO3SIVKA

(B cTopony.)
Tocrionu, u crapia-To
B ITOKOE HE OCTaBsIT!

MPUCTAB
Oii! KTo 31ech rpaMOTHBIN?

(Bce nepernsiapiBatorcst. Ob61iee MoTyaHme. )

TPUTOPUI
(ITonxons x nmpucrasy.)

Sl rpaMOTHBII.

MMPUCTAB
(O3amavyeHHBbI.)

Ogal

(ITomaet 'puropuio ykas.)
Hy, uuraii...

Beutyx uurait!

TPUTOPUN

(Yuraer.)

Yynosa MOHaCTBIPs
HeI0CTOMHBII yepHell ['puropumit,
u3 poay OTpenbeBbIX,

HayyeH J1aBoJIOM, B3yMall
CMYIIATh CBATYIO OpaTUIO
BCSAKMMMU COOJIa3HbI U
06e33aKOHUSIMU.

A Oexait oH, ['puiika,

K rpaHuiie JINTOBCKOIA,

M 11apb IIpuKasajl U3JIOBUTH €T0...

TTPUCTAB
U nosecuts!

TPUTOPUI
31ech He CKa3aHO MOBECUTh.

TMPUCTAB

Bpern!

He BCsIKO CJIOBO B CTPOKY TTHILIETCSI.
Yuraii: U3JI0BUTb U ITOBECUTh.

TPUTOPUN
M nosecuts.

POLICE OFFICER
That heretic, that brigand,
that thief, Grishka — it’s you!

VARLAAM
Get away with you!
What do you mean, heavens alive!

INNKEEPER

(aside)

Lord above, they don’t

Even leave the venerable fathers in peace!

POLICE OFFICER
Hey! Who can read here?

(Everyone looks at one another. No one speaks.)

GRIGORY
(coming up to the officer)
I can read.

POLICE OFFICER

(set aback)

‘Well, how about that!
(hands Grigory the edict)
So, go on then...

Read it aloud!

GRIGORY

(reads)

From the Chudov Monastery

the unworthy monk Grigory,

with the surname Otrepyev,

being instructed by the devil, took it into his head
to lead astray the holy brethren

with all kinds of temptations and

unlawful actions.

He, Grishka, has fled

to the Lithuanian frontier,

and the tsar has ordered that he should be caught...

POLICE OFFICER
And hung!

GRIGORY
There’s nothing here about hanging.

PoLICE OFFICER

Liar!

They don’t write every word out.
Read: catch and hang him.

GRIGORY
And hang him.
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(Ywuraer.)

A JieT emy...

(I'nans uckoca Ha Bapiaama.)
I'puiike... ot pony...
MATHAECST. ..

Gopona ceasi, OPrOXo TOJICTOE,
HOC KPAaCHBIIA. ..

MIPUCTAB
Jlepxu ero! depxu, pedsita!

(Bce 6pocatorcst Ha Bapnaama.)

BAPJIAAM

(BbpIcTpO OTOpackIBaeT UX B CTOPOHY. CxkaB
KyJiaku, B 60eBOi1 1103e.)
Yro BoI!

TTocTpensl okastHHBIE!
Yero npucranu?

Hy, kaxoit a1 'pummka!
(BoipbiBaeT y ['puropust ykas.)
Her, 6par, momon
ITYTKH ITyTUTH!

XOTh MO CKJIaJIaM yMeIo,
XOTb TUIOXO pa3oupaio,

a pa3bepy!

Pa36epy, Koib 1ey10-T0
J10 TIeTJIN 1OXOAUT!
(YuTaet 1o ckyiagaM.)
A... Jle... JIeT, a JIET eMy...
(BrasigpiBasich B yKas.)
NBaILATh!

(I'puropwuio.)

I'me X TyT naTbaecsaT?
Bunnnis!

(Yuraer.)

A pocty OH

(I'puropuii oTCTymnaeT K ABEpPH.)

CPEIHETO, BOJIOCHL. ..
pbIKKE, Ha HOCY...
Ha Hocy OopojaBka,
Ha JIOy... Apyras.

(I'puropwmii y okHa; onHa pyka 3a
Ta3yxoii.)

OpnHa pyka... pyka...

KOpoOYe... KOpoue JAPYroii...
(ITonxpaneiBasice K I'puropuro.)
Jla 3TO yX He...

(T'puropwuii 3aMaxuBaeTCsi HOKOM U BBICKAKUBAET B

OKHO.)

(reads)

The age of...

(giving a sidelong look at Varlaam)
Grishka... is...

Fifty...

He has a grey beard, a fat paunch,
and a red nose...

POLICE OFFICER
Hold him! Hold him, lads!

(Everyone jumps on Varlaam.)

VARLAAM

(Quickly pushes them aside. Clenching his fists, he
adopts an offensive pose.)

‘What do you mean!

You damned rascals!

Why pick on me?

How can I be Grishka!

(snatches the edict from Grigory)
No, brother, you are too young
To go playing jokes!

Even if I have to spell out the words,
even if I make them out badly,

I will make them out!

I will make them out,

if it’s a hanging matter!

(spells out the words)

His a-a-ge, his age...
(scrutinising the edict)

Twenty!

(to Grigory)

Where’s your fifty?

You see!

(reads)

He is of

(Grigory moves back towards the door.)

Medium height, his hair is...
red, on his nose...

on his nose there is a wart,
and another... on his forehead.

(Grigory is standing by the window; one hand is inside

his tunic.)

One hand... hand...

Is shorter... shorter than the other...
(looks at Grigory and steals up to him)
It can’t be...

(Grigory brandishes a knife and leaps out through the

window.)
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MUWCAWJI, BAPJIAAM, TTPCTAB
Jlepxu, nepxKu, 1epKu ero!

BAPJIAAM
Jepxu!

TTPUCTAB
Jepxwu!

MUCAUIT
(O6opauuBasich K ABEpU. )
Jlepxu ero!

(ITocie MUHYTHOTO HETOYMEHMUSI TOTaAbIBAIOTCST U
BBIOETAIOT B IBEPb C KpUKaMu “mepku Bopa!™)

25

MISAIL, VARLAAM, POLICE OFFICER
Hold him, hold him!

VARLAAM
Hold him!

POLICE OFFICER
Hold him!

MisAaIL
(turning towards the door.)
Hold him!

(After a moment of bewilderment, they understand what
has happened, and run out of the door with cries of ‘stop
thief!’)
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CD2

MMEPBOE IEVCTBUE

BHyTpeHHOCTH HTapcKOro TepeMa B MOCKOBCKOM
Kpemute. [TemHast oocranoBka. Kcenus ravyet
HaJ mopTpeToM XeHnuxa. Llapesuy 3ansT “Kuurowo
OoJbIIoro yeprexka”. Mamka 3a pyKOIeIbeM.
CiieBa, B yIJ1y, 4achbl ¢ KypaHTaMH.

KCEHU:A

I'ne Th1, XXKEHUX MOIA;

TZI€ Thl, MOI XeJaHHBIi1!
Bo chipoit moruiike,

Ha 4y>KOU CTOPOHKE;
JIEXKUIIB OJUHOKO,

1o KaMHEM TSIKEJIBIM. ..
He Bunumb T cKOpOMH,
HEC CJIBILIUWIND ThI IJIa4ya,
T1a4ya rojayoku,

KaK Thl, OIUHOKOIA...
(ITnauer.)

DEOJIOP

Kcenus! He mutaus, romyoka!
l'ope n1oT0, TIpaBna,

J1a He cJIe3aMM, He BOILIEM
M30yIeb TSIKKYIO KPYYUHY. ..

KCEHU:A

Ax, Deonop!

He MHe oH nocrancs,

a cbIpoit Moruike!

Het MHe Gosblire cyacTbsi,
HoeT GejiHOe cepalie...

DEO/IOP

He Tomuch, He KpYyYUHbCSI,
Kcenwus, ronyoka!
(YkasbiBast Ha KypaHTBhI.)
Insiam-ko!

Yace! nouwin!

KypanTsl 3aurpanu!
(IMoasonut Kcenuto.)

A TIPO Te Yachl MUCAHO:

(Mawmka BcMaTpuBaeTcsl B 4achl.)

Kak 4yachl 1 Tiepeyachbs 3a0bIOT,
U B T€ TTOPBI B TPYObI

¥ BapraHbl 3aUrparor,

¥ B HaKpPbI, U JIIOIN BBIXOIST,
W JIIOIU TE...
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CD2

ACT TWO

The royal apartments in the Moscow Kremlin.

Sumptuous trappings. Xenia is weeping over a portrait of
her betrothed. The tsarevich is busy with the ‘Great
Atlas’. A nurse is at her needlework. On the left in the
corner is a chiming clock.

XENIA

Where are you, my dear husband;
where are you, my beloved!
In the damp grave,

in a foreign land;

you lie alone,

under a heavy stone...

Do you not see the grief,

do you not hear the weeping,
the weeping of your darling,
who is alone as you are...
(weeps)

Fyopor

Xenia! Don’t weep, my dearest!

Your grief is bitter, it is true,

but you cannot rid yourself of such sorrow
with tears and with wailing...

XENIA

Ah, Fyodor!

It is not I who claimed him
but the damp grave!

I have no happiness left,
my poor heart aches...

Fyopor

Do not pine, do not grieve,
dearest Xenia!

(pointing at the chimes)

Look there!

the clock has started up,

it has started chiming!

(He takes Xenia over to the clock.)
Of this clock it is said that

(The nurse looks at the clock.)

when it strikes the quarter hour

the sounds of trumpets and Jew’s harps
start to play,

and drums too, and figures come out.
The figures...
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(Mawmke.)
I'1siHb-KO, MaMa, Kak >KMBbI€, BUIIIb!

KCEHUA

ZKeHux Thl MO, MUJIBIA,
MWIBII MO KOPOJICBUY!
TockyeT cepae...

Ilo TebGe, >keaHHBIMI!
(I'Ltaver.)

MAMKA

(I'iroet u GpicTpO OGopaunBaeTcs K Kcenun.)

A-y!
IMonHo, apeBHa, roayoyiika!
TTonHo nuTakaTh Ja yOMBaThCS.

KCEHUA
AX, TPYCTHO, MaMyIlIKa,
TakK rPycTHO!

MAMKA

W, urto TbI, AUTITKO!

JleBrUubHU Clie3bl, UTO poca:
B30OWJIET COJIHBILIKO,

pOCY BBICYILIMT.

He xinnHoM cBet couresncsi!
Haiinem MblI XXeHUXa U
MPUTOXKero, U MPUBETINBOTIO...

3abynenrs npo MBana-Koposesuya...

KCEHUA
AX, HET, HeT, MaMy1Ka!
S u MEpTBOMY OyIy eMy BepHa.

MAMKA

Bot kak! MenbkoMm Buaena,
YK U3COXHYJIA. ..

CKy4HO CTaJIO AEBUIIE OJHOI,
TIOJIFOOMIICST MOJIOIEL] JINXOM.
Kaxk e crayiio mosionna toro,
pasmobuia AeBULia ero.

DX, TojydKa, TO-To TBoe rope!
Jlyuire npuciymaii-kKaco,
49TO 51 TeOe CKaxy.
(IMMonxomut k Kcennu.)

Kak komap apoBa pyowu,
KoMap BOJY BO3WII,

KJIOITUK TECTO MECHJI,
KoMapy o6e1 HOCUII.
Hanerena crpekosa

Ha TIOTOBBI Ha JIyra.

W naBait KyTuTh, MyTUTb,
CEHO B PeKY BOPOTHUTb.
Ocepyan komap

3a 1bsIKOB TOBap:
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(to the nurse)
Look nanny, they are so lifelike, see!

XENIA

My dearest husband,
my darling prince!
my heart grieves...
For you, my beloved!
(She weeps.)

NURSE

(spits and swiftly turns around to Xenia)
Ah!

That’s enough now, my precious tsarevich!
That’s enough weeping and grieving.

XENIA
Ah, I feel sad, nanny!
So sad.

NURSE

‘What do you mean, child!

A maiden’s tears are like dew —

as soon as the sun come up,

it dries the dew.

The world is large enough!

‘We’ll find you a new betrothed
and a handsome, comely one too...
You’ll forget about Prince Ivan...

XENIA
Ah, no, no, nanny!
I shall be faithful to him even in death.

NURSE

Really! You hardly saw him

and now you have withered away...
Things were tedious for a maiden all alone.
And dashing lad took a fancy her,

but now that the dashing lad is no more,
the maiden stopped loving him.

There, my dear, that is your grief!

You would be better off

listening to what I say.

(goes up to Xenia)

So the gnat was chopping some firewood,
the gnat was carrying water,

a bedbug was kneading dough,

he was bringing the gnat his dinner.

In flew a dragonfly

onto the Priest’s meadows.

And off he went on the spree, and caused a stir,
putting hay into the river.

The gnat got angry

about the clerk’s wares:
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mobezkay 6eroM 3a CEHOM,
CTaJl TOHSITh CTPEKO3 MTOJICHOM.
Ha komapsto Ha Gey,

TO IOJIEHO COPBAJIOCh,

MO CTPeKOo3aM He ToMnao,
pé6pa Komapy cioMallo.
Ha nonmoryiky emy,
PaHBIM-PaHO 110 YTpPY,
KJIOII JIOTIATY IMPUBOJIOK,
KoMapy 1ol caMblii OOK.
Jla HeB31yXWI, U3HEMOT,
KOMapa TMOJHSITh HE CMOT.
ZKuoTtouek HagopBad...
Bory nyuieHbKy otaan...

DEOJIOP

Dx, MaMa, MaMyIIKa,
BOT TaK cKazouka!
Bena 3a 3npasbe,
cBeJIa 3a yIOKOii!

MAMKA

Huiro, napesuy!

AJTb TIOJTy4IIIe 3HACIIb?
IToxsacraii-kacs!

Ml cityliaTh TEPHEIUBHL...
MBI Benb y OaTIONIKH,
uapst saHa,

TEePIIEHBIO 00yYaINCh.
Hy-kacs!

DEOJIOP

Oii, mama!

CMOTpHU, HE BBITEPITUIIb!
Cama noarsiHe1b!

(Mrpa B xs1ect. Peoqop yBlIeKaeT MaMKy B UTPY.
O6a XOfISIT B KPYT'H, CTapasiCh XJIECCTHYTh, MSITHATH
ApYT 1pyra.)

Cxka3zouka Mmpo TO U TIpo cé:

KaK KypouKa ObluKa poluiia.
IMopocéHouek sIMIKO CHec.

Cka3ska Ioércs,

JIyPHSIM He TaéTcsl...

(BcTraet, cTaHOBUTCSI HATIPOTUB MaMKH U, B
TeUyeHUe MeCeHKU, ObET B JIa/IOLIN.)
Typy, Typy, MeTyIlIOK,

ThI AaJIEKO JIb OTOLIEN?

3a Mope, 3a Mmope,

K Kuesy ropony.

Tam 1y0 CTOUT pa3BECUCTHIH,

Ha 1y0y ChbIY CUIMT YBECHUCTBIN.
CbI4 [J1a30M MOPTHET,

CBIU MECHIO MOET:
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he ran off at the double to get some hay,
and started to chase the dragonflies with a log.
Unfortunately for the gnat

the log broke.

It missed the dragonflies,

and the gnat broke his ribs.

To help him,

bright and early in the morning

the bedbug dragged over a shovel

and put it right under the gnat’s flank.
But he fell sick, grew faint,

and could not lift the gnat.

He ruptured himself...

and gave up his soul to God...

Fyopor

Ah, nurse, nanny,

now there’s a tale!

It began on a cheerful note
and ended on a sad one!

NURSE

All right, tsarevich!

Do you know a better one?

Or are you boasting!

We have the patience to listen...
After all, we learned patience
from the little father,

Tsar Ivan.

Go on then!

Fyopor

Ha, nanny!

Look, you won’t be able to hold back!
You will want to join in yourself!

(The game of tag. Fyodor draws the nurse into the game.
Both walk in circles trying to slap and tag one another.)

A little tale of this and that:

how a hen gave birth to a bull-calf.

A piglet laid an egg.

The story is sung

but fools can’t do it...

(He stands up facing the nurse, whilst singing his song,
clapping his hands.)

Turu, turu, cockerel,

is it far away you’ve gone,

beyond the sea, beyond the sea,

to the city of Kiev.

There stands an oak with many branches,
and on that oak sits tawny owl.

Tawny owl he winks his eye,

tawny owl he sings a song:
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J3UHb, 13UHb, IEPE/I3MHb,
MOCTPUTYJIU, TIOMUTYJIU,
TEHb, TeHb, IOTCTEHb,

3a KOJIOAY /ia Ha MeHb!

Illarom, MaromM, 4eTBEpTarom.

MAMKA

(Bbber B 1amomn.)

ChbIY JIa30M MOPTHET,

CBIY MIECHIO TTOET:

J3UHb, 13UHb, IEPE/I31Hb,
MOCTPUTYIU, TOMUTYJIN,
TeHb, TeHb, IOTCTCHb,

3a KOJIOAY /ia Ha MeHb!

Illarom, MaromMm, 4eTBEpTaroMm.

(bwet B n1agom.)

DEOJIOP

(ITepecraet 6UTH B J1aAOIIN. )
Kaxk y npsika Ha cene
3apOAUIU BOPOOBSI:
COBCEeM BOpoOOeit
COBCEM MOJIOJION:
KJIMHOHOCEHbKMUIA,
BOCTPOHOCEHbKUIA.
[Moseren BopoGeit
TIPSIMO B TOCTU K ChIYY,
CTaJl LIeMNTaTh Ha YIIKO,
ycaToMmy:

(Bber B mamomn.)

MAMKA

CraJt menTarb Ha yIIKo,
ycaToMmy:

HapHU JbSIKOBbI
rOpPOX MOJIOTWIIH,
LeTTbI TTOJIOMaJIH,

B OBUH MOOpocaiu.
OBUH 3aropeJcs,
MOJIBIMEM IbIIIET,
JABbSKY B OKHO
CTajio BUIHO €ro.

DEOJIOP, MAMKA
JIbsIK vctyrascsi,
3aj1e3 MoJ MOAYIIKY,
eMUJI cebe YIIKO. ..

DEOJIOP

IMucapsb, ¢ neuu, o6GOpBaJI MJICUU.
JIbsiKoBa JKeHa Kajayeil Hareksa.

HaGexanu nipucrasa,
BCE TMOJIM KaJIavHu. ..

Ting, ting ding-a-ling,
magical, tragical,

dark, dark is the dark

tree magician hides the mark,

stepping, slipping, on branches tripping.

NURSE

(clapping her hands)

Tawny owl he winks his eye,
tawny owl, he sings a song:
ting, ting, ding-a-ling,
magical, tragical,

dark, dark is the dark

tree magician hides the mark,

stepping, slipping, on branches tripping.

(claps her hands)

Fyopor

(stops clapping)

There was a clerk in a village
to whom a sparrow was born:
an ordinary sparrow

a young one:

with a beak like a wedge,

a pointed little beak.

The sparrow flew directly

to stay with tawny owl,

and he started whispering
into his ear:

(claps his hands)

NURSE

And he started whispering
into his ear:

the clerk’s lads

were thrashing corn,

they broke their flails

and threw them into the barn.
The barn burned down,

it blazed fiercely

and from his window

the clerk saw it.

FyoDOR, NURSE

The clerk took fright.

He crawled under the pillow,
and pinched his ear...

Fyopor

The secretary hit his shoulder on the stove.
The clerk’s wife baked some buns.

The police came running
and they ate all her buns...
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®EOJIOP, MAMKA FyoDpOR, NURSE
CaMm HaboJbLINI The biggest one
CcheJl KOPOBY, J1a ObIKa, ate up a cow and an ox,
CEeMbCOT MOPOCSIT, seven hundred piglets
OIHW HOXKU BUCHT... and only their little trotters were left dangling...
(Bxonut Bopuc.) (Enter Boris.)
DEOJIOP Fyopor
(bver MawmKky 110 TUTEUY.) (slaps the nurse on the shoulder)
Xnéct! Tag!
MAMKA NURSE
(YBumsa bopuca, npucenaet K moiy.) (Seeing Boris, she squats down on the floor.)
Ax-tu! Ah!
(Denop OTXOAUT K CTOJIMKY M CHOBA 3aHUMAeTCsI (Fyodor goes over to the table and again studies his ‘Big
“KHuror 60b1110TO yepTeka’.) Atlas’.)
BOPUC Boris
Yero? AJb JIIOTHIN 3BEpb ‘What? Has a wild beast
HaceIKy BCIIOJIOXHY? startled the broody hen?
MAMKA NURSE
Llapp, rocynapb, MOMUTYA! Our Tsar and sovereign, be merciful!
IMoxa crapocTb-TO In my dotage
MnyriauBa O0JIbHO CTasa. I have become terribly timid.
BOPUC Boris
(Mpet K mapeBHe 1 OOHUMAET ee.) (goes over to the tsarevna and embraces her)
Yro, Kcenus? What is it, Xenia?
Yro, 6eaHas rony6ka! What is it, my poor darling!
B HeBecrtax yx Married and
revyajibHast BlroBuLal a poor widow already...
Bcé navenis Tb You weep all the time
0 MEPTBOM KEHUXE. about your departed husband.
KCEHUsI XENIA
O, rocynaps! O, sovereign!
He oropuaiics TbI Do not distress yourself
cJie30i neBuybeii! over a maiden’s tears!
JleBuube rope Tak A maiden’s grief is
JIETKO, HUYTOXHO amere trifle
nepeji TBOEIO CKOPOLIo! in comparison with your sorrows!
BOPUC Boris
(Jlackaet Kcenwuro.) (caresses Xenia)
Jutst Mo€, Most ToJTyoKa! My child, my dearest child!
Becenoii ténnoro Through affable conversation
C MOJpYramMu B CBETJIUILIEC with your companions in your room,
pacceil CBOIl yM OT JyM TSKEJIBIX. rid your mind of these morose thoughts.
(LenyeT moub.) (kisses his daughter)
Wan, nurs! Go now, child...
(Kcenust ¢ mamkoii yxomsit. CMOTPUT BCiiex (Xenia and the Nurse go out. Boris follows his daughter
noyepu. [ToaxoauT K ChIHY.) with his eyes. He comes up to his son.)
30
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A ThI, MOI1 CbIH, YeM 3aHAT?
(YBums reorpaduieckyio Kapry.)
D10 yTO?

DEOIOP

Yeptéx 3eman MOCKOBCKOIA,

Halle apcTBO, U3 Kpast B Kpaii.
(ITokaswiBast mo bonbpiomy yeprexy.)
Bot Bunuiib: BoT Mocksa,

BoT HoBropoz, a Bor Ka3zaHsb...
AcTpaxaHb.

Bot mope, Kacnuii-mope;

Bot ITepMckue apemyune yieca.

A BoT CuUGUPD.

BOPUC

Kaxk xopormro, moii cern!

Kak ¢ 06;1akoB, eTMHBIM B30pOM,
Thl MOKellIb 0003peTh BCE LIAPCTBO:
TPaHMLbI, PEKU, TPAIbl.

Vuuce, Peonop!

Korna-uubynb,

M CKOPO, MOXKET ObITb,

Tebe BCE 3TO LAPCTBO JOCTAHETCS.
VYuucek, nurs!

(Deomop OTXOAUT B YIITyOJIeHbBE CLICHBI 1
BO3BpalIA€TCsd K CBOUM 3aHATUSAM; BOpl/[C, UIET K
CTOJIY ¥ CAAUTCS B Pa3nyMbH, Iiepedbupasi CBUTKH U
TIEpraMeHThI. )

JlocTur s BbICILIEH BAacTH.
IlecToit yx ron st
LIAPCTBYIO CITOKOIHO.

Ho cuactbst HeT

MOEI1 MIBMYUYEeHHOM y1ire!
HarnpacHo MHe Ky1eCHUKMU
CYJISIT IHU J10JITUE,

JIHU BJIACTU OE3MSTEKHOM.
Hwu xu3Hb, HU BJIACTb,

HU CJ1aBBbI OOOJIBIIEHBS,
HU KJIMKU TOJITIBI

MEHsI He BeceJssiT!

B cembe cBoeit

s MHWJI HAWTU oTpamy,
TOTOBUJI 04ePU

BeCEJIbIi OpayHbIi TUP,
MO€H LlapeBHE,

TOTyOKe YUCTOM.

Kak 06ypst, cMepTh
YHOCHT >KE€HUXA...
(3amymbiBaeTcsi.)

Tsoxka necHuna

TPO3HOTO CYJINH,

y>KaceH MPpUroBop
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And you, my son, what are you doing?
(seeing the map)
‘What is this?

Fyopor

It’s a map of the lands of Muscovy,

our kingdom from one border to the other.
(pointing out on the map)

You see: here’s Moscow,

here’s Novgorod, and there is Kazan...
here’s Astrakhan,

there’s the sea, the Caspian Sea.

Here are the sleepy forests of Perm,

and here’s Siberia.

Boris

‘Well done, my son.

As if from the clouds with a single glance
you are able to survey the entire kingdom:
its frontiers, its rivers and cities.

Study, Fyodor!

One day,

soon perhaps, this entire kingdom

will fall to you;

study, my child.

(Fyodor goes to the back of the stage and returns to his
studies; Boris goes over to the table and sits in thought
as he sorts through the scrolls and parchments.)

I have achieved supreme power,
for six years already

my rule has been peaceful,

but there is no happiness

in my tormented soul.

It is in vain that the soothsayers
Promise me a long life

and days of untroubled power.
Neither life, nor power,

nor the delusion of fame,

nor the shouts of the crowd

can cheer me!

In my family

I imagined I would find happiness,
I prepared a joyous wedding feast
for my daughter,

my own innocent darling

the tsarevna.

Like a storm, death

carried off the bridegroom!
(grows pensive)

How heavily weighs

the right hand of the awesome judge,
how terrible his sentence
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JIyllIe MPECTYITHOM. ..
OKpecT JIUIIb ThMa

M MpaK HETPOTJIsSIIHbII!
XoTst MEJIbKHYJT ObI

JIy4 oTpanbl!

U ckopObio cepilie MOJHO,
TOCKYET, TOMUTCSI

JIyX YCTaJIbIIA.

(ILlemoTom.)

Kaxkoii-To TperneT TaitHbINA. ..
Bce xaéuib yero-ro...
MonuTBoii Témioi

K yrogHukam boxbum

s MHWJI 3a0JTyLLIUTh

JIYIIU CTPAaJaHbBA...

B Besimubu u Giecke
BJIAaCTH O€3rpaHUYHOIM,
Pycu Branbika, st cinés
MPOCUJI MHE B YTELICHbE. ..
A TaM JIoHOC: 60sIp KpaMoJia,
KO3HU JIUTBBI, U

TalHBIC MTOJIKOIIBI,

I'nan, v Mmop, u Tpyc,

U pa3’opeHke...

CJI0BHO IMKUIi 3Bepb
PBILLET JIIOJ 3a4yMJICHHBbII;
rojomHast, 6emxHast

cToHeT Pych...

W B moToM Tope,
HucnociaHHoMm borom,

3a TSDKKHUI HaL Tpex

B UCIIBITAHBE,

BUHOU BCeX 301

MEHsI HapeKaroT,

KJISTHYT Ha IUIOLIAISIX

nmMmst Bopuca!

W naxe coH 6exwur,

U B CyMpake HOUM

JIUTS1 OKPOBABJIEHHOE BCTAET...
Ouu 1bUIAIOT,

CTHCHYB PYY€HKH,

TIPOCUT TOIIA/IBI. ..

U He 6bu10 TIO1IAABI!
CrpamrHas paHa 3usiet!
CHBIIIUTCST KPUK €T0
TIPEACMEPTHBIN. ..

on the criminal soul...

All around there is but darkness

and impenetrable gloom!

If there were only

aray of happiness!

My heart is full of sorrow,

and my weary spirit

pines and languishes.

(in a whisper)

Some kind of secret trepidation...
and you for ever expect...

With a fervent prayer

to the Lord’s saints

I imagined that I could silence

The sufferings of my soul...

amid all the grandeur and the splendour
of limitless power,

the master of all Russia, I begged

for tears of consolation...

but I get reports: the sedition of the boyars
the machinations of Lithuania, and
secret schemes to undermine our power.
Hunger, pestilence, earthquakes

and destruction...

Like a wild beast,

our plague-ridden people roam about;
poor, starving

Russia is groaning...

and in the our dire sorrow

sent down by God

for our grievous sins

as a trial,

I am named

the cause of all these misfortunes,
and on the squares

people curse the name of Boris!

Even sleep eludes me

and in the darkness of the night

the blood-stained child rises up before me...
His eyes blaze

and clenching his little hands,

he begs for mercy...

but there was no mercy!

The terrible wound gapes wide!

The sound of his

mortal cry...

(BckakuBaeT U TsIKeJI0 OITyCKaeTcsl B KPEecyo.) (jumps up and sinks heavily into the chair)

O, l'ocrionu, Boxe Moii...

MAMKMU
(3a cueHoro.)

Aii, Kbii!

O Lord, o, my God...

WET NURSES

(off-stage)
Ah, shoo!
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BOPUC
(TpeBoxxHO.)
Yro takoe?

MAMKMH
AJi, KbIIII, KbIIII!
Ax-Tu!

BOPUC

(ChIHY THEBHO, C KPUKOM.)
V3Haii, 4TO TaM CIIyYHIOCh!
(Peonop yxXoaur.)

MAMKMU
KeIm, ker! Ait!

BOPUC
(B cusibHOM pa3npakeHUH. )
DK BOIOT-TO!

(Bxoaut GvKHUI GOSIPUH U ObET YeJIOM,
TIPOTSTUBAs PyKH.)

MAMKMU
Kbr! Keru! Kprm!
Oii, TMXOHBKO!...

BOPUC

(bosipuny.)

Te1 3auem?

(ITpucranbHO CMOTPUT Ha GOSIPUHA C TPUTBOPHBIM
CITOKOMCTBUEM. )

MAMKMH
Korm! Kbrm!

BOPUC

YT0 X MOITUUILLIBL?

Hy!

BOAPUH

Benukwnii rocynaps!
Tebe kHs13p Bacunnit
Llyiickuii yuesaom ObET.

BOPUC

yiickuit? 3oBu!

CKaxu, 9TO pajibl BUICTh
KHSI351 U 5KIIEM ero Gecelibl.

BOAPUH

(BckakuBaet u merryet bopucy Ha yxo.)
Beuop, INymikuHa xosomn

TIpUIIETT C JOHOCOM Ha

Ilyiickoro, McTuciaBckoro

" IIPpOYMX, U HA XO3sIMHa:
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Boris
(anxiously)
‘What is that?

‘WET NURSES
Ah, shoo, shoo!
Ah!

Boris

(to his son, angrily)

Find out what has happened!
(Fyodor goes out.)

WET NURSES
Shoo, shoo! Ah!

Boris
(extremely irritated)
What a din!

(The Boyar-in-attendance enters, prostrates himself and
stretches out his arms.)

'WET NURSES
Shoo! Shoo! Shoo!
Ha! That was nasty!...

Boris

(to the boyar)

What do you want?

(gazes intently at the boyar with feigned calmness)

‘WET NURSES
Shoo! Shoo!

Boris

Have you lost your tongue?
Well!

Boyar

Mighty sovereign!

Prince Vasily Ivanych Shuisky
petitions you.

Boris

Shuisky? Call him in...

Tell him that we are pleased

to see the prince and wait to hear what he says.

Boyar

(Jumps up and whispers in Boris’s ear.)
Yesterday evening, Pushkin’s servant
came with a denunciation

of Shuisky, Mstislavsky,

others, and his own master:
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HOYbIO TailHas Gecesia 1J1a y HUX,
roHen u3 Kpakosa
Tpuexasn u puBeEs...

BOPUC

T'oHua cxBaTUTB!

(BosipuH yxoaur.)

A-ra, Llyiickunii KHs3b!

(Bxogut ®eonop. ®eonopy, TPEBOXKHO.)
Hy uto? C gero tam

Jypbl 6a0bI B3BbLUIN?

OEOJIOP
Bcé nonka Ham.

BOPUC
INomnka?

DEOJIOP

Hemnpuroxe 66110 6,

oTue rocynapb,

VM TBOM A€p>KaBHBIU yTPYXK/I1aTh
paccKa3oM B3IOPHbIM.

BOPUC
Her, ner, nuts!
Bcé, capiminb, BC€, Kak ObLIO.

DEOJIOP

OIMHBbKA Halll CHUIEJT

¢ MaMKaMM B CBETJIMLIC,
0e3 ymMosIKy GonTain,
BeceJl ObUT U JIACKOB.

K mamymikam roaxonn,
TIPOCUJI YecaTh I'OJIOBKY,
K KaXJ10i OH TMOAXOINJI,
yepén UM cobJroaas.
Mawmka Hacraces
yecaThb HE 3axoTeJa,
MOMNUHbKA, OCEPISICh,
Ha3BaJl MAMKY AypOMu.
Mamka, ¢ OOUIBI YTO Jib,
XBaTh €ro 1o LIeiKe,
TOTIKa KaK 3aKpUYuT,
JBIOOM BCTaJIU TIE€PHSI.
Hy, ero y6naxarth,
YIOLIATh €ro CIACTSIMU,
BCEM TMIPUYETOM MOJIUTh,
JlacKaTh €ro, MOKOUTh.

BOPUC
Hy, yx, nypbi!

last night they had secret talks,
a messenger from Krakow
arrived and brought...

Boris

Seize the messenger!

(The courtier hastily goes out.)

Aha, Prince Shuisky!

(Enter Fyodor. To Fyodor anxiously.)
‘Well? Why were those

silly women howling?

Fyopor
It was all on account of our parrot.

Boris
The parrot?

Fyopor

It would not be fitting,

Sire,

to burden your thoughts so full of the affairs of state
with this silly story.

Boris
No, no, child!
Tell me everything, everything, you hear, as it was.

Fyopor

Our little parrot was sitting

with the wet nurses in the day room;
he was chattering non-stop,

and was cheerful and affectionate.
He came up to the nannies,

and asked each of them to scratch his head.
he came up to each of them

in turn.

Nanny Nastasia

didn’t want to give him a scratch,
and the parrot got annoyed,

and called her a fool.

Nanny took offence

and grabbed him around the neck.
The parrot started shrieking

and fluffing up his feathers.

They tried to humour him,

regaled him with sweetmeats,
entreated him with all manner of exhortations,
caressing him and calming him.

Boris
The silly women!
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DEOJIOP

Jla HeT, He TyT-TO ObLIO!
XMypBblit TaKOI CUINT,
HOC YTKHYBILU B I1€PbSI...

BOPUC
Ewué obl!

DEOJIOP

Ha cnactu He rasaut,
YTO-TO BCE GOPMOYET...
Bapyr k MamKe MoaCKOUNI,
yecarhb YTO HE XOTesa,
naBsaii e€ 1oJIOUTDb,

Ta ¥ TPOXHYJIacs 00 ToJI.
Tyt MaMKu, CO cTpacTeit,
CJIOBHO B30EJICHWINCD,
CcTaJli MaxaTh, KpU4aTh,
TIOTIMHBKY 3arHaThb XOTEJIN.
Jla HeBMIpocax,

IMOIKa KaXXKaylo OTMETUIL.
Bor, otue rocynapsb,

OHU, IJISIANIIb, U B3BbLUIN,
AYMY LIapCKYIO TBOIO
JlyMaTh TTOMeELIaJI.

Bort, kaxuce, u Bc€,

BCE, KaK ObLIO.

BOPUC
(JTro60BHO JIacKaeT ChIHA.)
Moii cbiH, TUTSI MOE pomHOe!

Fyopor

But no, nothing of the sort!

He sits there glumly

with his beak tucked in his feathers...

Boris
I should say so!

Fyopor

He didn’t look at the sweetmeats

and kept muttering something all the time...
Suddenly he came jumping towards the nanny
who didn’t want to scratch him.

He started pecking at her

and she fell with a crash on the floor.

Then, in their terror,

the nurses went crazy.

They started waving their arms and shouting,
trying to drive the parrot away.

He wasn’t going to be caught out, though,
and the parrot left his mark on each of them.
So, you see, Sire, it was they

who caused all that yelling

and stopped you thinking

your lordly thoughts.

I think that is everything,

everything as it happened.

Boris
(tenderly caressing his son)
My son, my own dear child!

C KaKuM MCKYCCTBOM, KaK OOMKO

ThI BEJI CBOU paccKas IMpaBAUBbIii;

Kak MpOCTO, GECXUTPOCTHO, JTIOBKO
CyMeJI OoIucaTh caydyail MOTeUIHbIN.
Bort ciaakwuii ruon yueHbst,

UCTUHBI CBETOM

yMa OKPbLIEHbE.

O, ecnu OBI s1 MOT TeOsT LTAapEM YBUACTb,
Pycu npaBuresiem aepxkaBHbIM,

0, C KaKUM BOCTOPIOM,

Tpe3peB coOJIa3HbI BJIACTH,

Ha TO 6JIa’KEHCTBO 51

MPOMEHSUI ObI TTOCOX LAPCKMIA. I would exchange my royal staff.
Ho xorna, quts, But when you become ruler,
TIPABUTEJIEM Thl CTaHEUIb, my child,

cTrapaiicst u3ouparb try to choose

COBETHUKOB HaIEXKHBIX; trustworthy councillors;

6oiics Lllyiickoro be wary of Shuisky’s

U3BETOB KOBAPHBIX, sly denunciations.

With what art, and how vividly

you related your truthful story;

with what simplicity, artlessness and ease
you were able to describe the amusing story.
Here are the sweet fruits of learning,
truths given wing by the enlightenment
of the mind.

0, if I could see you tsar,

the powerful ruler of Russia,

and with what rapture,

despising the temptations of power,

for that bliss,

(Bxonut lyiickuii.) (Enter Shuisky.)

He is a wise councillor,
but cunning and wicked...

COBETHUK MYJIPHIii,
HO JIyKaB " 30JI...
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LIYACKUN
Benukuii ['ocynaps,
4eJioM ObIO.

BOPUC

(B3npornys.)

A, TIpeciiaBHBbII BUTHS,
JIOCTOMHBII KOHOBOJ
TOJIIBI 0€3MO3IJI0I;
TIpecTyIHasl rjiaBa

060sIp KPaMOJIbHBIX,
LIapCKOTO MPECTOsIa CYNnocTar.
Harmbrii ke, TprKIbl
KJISITBY MPECTYIUBLINIA,
XUTPBIA JTALEMED,
JIbCTEL JTyKaBblid,
TIPOCBUPHSI IO IIATIKOO
OOsIpCKOIA,

OOMaHIIUK, TUTYT!

LIVACKUN

ITpu nape MiBane

(nokoii, lN'ocrionu, ero ayiiry)
Ilyiickue KHs3bsI

HE TeM MOYETOM OTJIMYAJIUCh.

BOPUC

Yro? /la uapb

WBan Bacunbnyu ['po3ubiit
OXOTHO ObI TEOsI

Ha yroJibKax MmoJxKapuJ,

caM, CBOEIO 11apCKOIO IECHULICH,
BOpoYas Obl HA HUX

TIOCOXOM JKEJIe3HBIM,

TICaJIOM CBSILLICHHBII HareBast...
A MBI HE TOPABI,

HaM J11060 MUJIOBaTh
Ha/IMEHHOTO XOJIOTIA...

IYUCKUM
Llaps!

BOPUC
Yro? YTo cKaxellb,
Hlyiickuit KHI3B?

LIVACKUNA
(ITomunHeHHO.)

Llaps!... ecTb...
(IMpubnuxasice kK bopucy.)
BECTH, M BECTU BaXKHBIC
IUISI HAPCTBA TBOETO....

BOPUC
He Te b, uto [Nymikuny,
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SHUISKY
Almighty sovereign,
I bow in homage.

Boris

(shuddering)

Ah, the most illustrious orator,
worthy ringleader

of the brainless herd;

the criminal leader

of the seditious boyars

the arch rival of the royal throne.
The impudent liar, who has
broken his oath three times,

the cunning hypocrite,

the sly flatterer,

the woman making communion bread,
whilst wearing the hat of a boyar,
the deceiver and the rogue!

SHUISKY

At the time of Tsar Ivan

(May the Lord rest his soul)

the Shuiskys

were not honoured with such distinction.

Boris

What? But Tsar

Ivan Vasilyevich, the Terrible,
would have willingly

roasted you on the coals,

he himself with his royal right hand
would have turned you over on them,
using his iron staff as a spit,

whilst singing a holy psalm...

but we are not proud,

it pleases us to pardon

a haughty bond slave...

SHUISKY
Tsar!

Boris
‘What? What is it you have to say,
Prince Shuisky?

SHUISKY

(submissively)

Tsar!... There are...
(coming close to Boris)
Tidings, important tidings
regarding your kingdom...

Boris
Could it be that a secret envoy
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wim Tede Tam, 4To Jib,
MPUBE3 MOCOJI MOTAWHbBIN OT

corpusiTesneid, 60sip omaabHBIX?

LIYUCKUM
(dep3ko.)
Jla, rocynapsn!

B JIutse siBUJICS camMO3BaHell.
Kopouib, maHbl u mamna 3a Hero!

BOPUC

(TpeBoxHo.)

YbuM XKe UMEHEeM Ha Hac
OH OIOJIMUTHCS B3AYMAUL...
Ys€ ums, HeTONsIM, YKpad...
Yne ums?

LWYUCKUMN

KoneuHo, uapsb,

CWJIbHA TBOS JepXKaBa.

Tbl MIJIOCTBIO, PaicHbEM
¥ IIEAPOTON YCHIHOBUII
cep/ilia CBouX pabos,
JIYLIOIO TIPEIaHHBIX
TIPECTOJTY TBOEMY.

XoTst 1 60JILHO MHE,
BEJIMKWI rocyaapsb,

XOT$1 Y KPOBBIO MOE
cepate 060JbETCS,

HO OT TeOs1 TAUTh HE CMEIO,
YTO €CJIN AeP30CTU
MCIIOJIHEHHBII Opoasira

¢ JIuTBbI rpaHUILy

Haly TepeiaéT,

K HEMY TOJIITY ObITb MOXET
MpuBIeYET JuMUTpus
BOCKpECHYyBILIee nMmsi!

BOPUC
Jdumutpus?...
(Deomopy.)
Llapesuy, ynanuce!

DEOJIOP

O, rocyaapsb, 103BOJIb MHE
nipu Tede ocTaThes,
Y3HaTb Oe/ly, IrpO3sILLYIO
MPECTOIY TBOEMY...

BOPUC

Henb3s...

Henbss, qurs!
(I'neBHoO.)

LlapeBuu!

LlapeBuu, moBuHYycs!
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has just brought to Pushkin...
Or could it be to you,

tidings from your cohorts, the disgraced boyars?

SHUISKY

(audaciously)

Yes, Sire!

A pretender has appeared in Lithuania,

the king, the gentry and the Pope support him.

Boris

(anxiously.)

Armed with what name

does he think to oppose us...

‘Whose name, you scoundrel, has he assumed...

Whose name?

SHUISKY

Of course, o Tsar,

your power is great.

By your mercy, your zeal

and generosity, you have

taken the hearts of your slaves to your own,
and they are devoted to your throne
with all their souls.

Although it pains me,

mighty sovereign,

although my heart

bleeds from it,

I do not dare to hide from you,

that if, full of audacity,

that vagrant

crosses our border

from Lithuania,

the resurrected name of Dmitry
could attract

a following around him!

Boris

Dmitry!

(to Fyodor)

Leave us, tsarevich!

Fyopor

But, Sire, allow me

to remain with you

and find out the trouble that threatens
your throne...

Boris

No...

No, child!

(angrily)

Tsarevich!

Tsarevich, do as you are told!
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(Deonop yxonut. Bopuc 3anmpaet 3a CbIHOM IBEPb
U ObicTpo noaxoaurt K Llylickomy.)

B3siTh Mepbl, ceit ke Jac,
4100 oT JIuTBHI Pych
orpajauiiachk 3acTaBamu,

4TOO HU OJIHA Jyllia

He Tepelnuia 3a 3Ty TpaHb...
Crymait!..

(Bopyr ocranasnusaer Lllyiickoro.)
Her!... nocroii...

noctoii, Lyiickuit!

ClpIxasl v Thl KOTAa-HUOY b,
4TO0 1eTU MEPTBbIE

13 TpO0a BBIXOIAWIIH. ..
JAOoIpalunBaTh Hapei...
1apei... 3aKOHHBIX,
M30paHHBIX BCEHAPOJIHO,
YBEHUAaHHBIX BEJINKUM
naTpUapXoM...

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, Xa, Xa, xa...
Yro?... CmenrHo?...

Yro x He cMeébes?... A?

LIYACKUN
IMomunyii, BeJTUKUIA rocyaaphb!

BOPUC

Crymaii, KHSI3b!

Korna Benukoe

CBEPLINJIOCH 37I0ICSIHbE. ..
Korna 6e3BpeMeHHO
MaJIloTKa rmoruo...

M TPYI €ro Ha TUIoLIaan
JIexKaJl OKPOBaBJICHHBIIA,
TSIKKOM OO0JIBIO B cep/iax
YIJIMYAH OCUPOTEJIBIX
OTAaBasiCh U K MIIEHbIO UX B3bIBasl...
MauttoTka TOT... TOTUOIIUIA. ..
ObUL... AumMuTpuii?

LIYUCKUM
On!

BOPUC

Bacuimit UBanbru!
Kpecrom tebst u Borom
3aKJIMHAIO, TT0-COBECTH,
BCIO I1PABJly MHE CKaXWU;
Thl 3HaCILIb, 51 MUJIOCTHUB!
TpoILIeIIIel KU Oaloi0
HarpacHOM He HaKaxy.
Ho ecnu TbI xuTpuIb,
KIISTHYCh Tebe!

[Mpuaymaio si 371y10 Ka3Hb,
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(Fyodor leaves. Boris bolts the door behind his son, then
walk swiftly up to Shuisky.)

Take measures immediately

to put up frontier barriers
between Russia and Lithuania,
so that not a soul can cross
this border.

Go now!...

(He suddenly stops Shuisky.)
No... Wait...

Wait, Shuisky!

Have you ever heard...

of dead children

rising from their graves...

to interrogate tsars...

lawful... tsars

elected by the whole nation...
and crowned

by the great Patriarch...

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha...
Well... Isn’t it funny?...

Why aren’t you laughing?... Hm?

SHUISKY
Have mercy, mighty sovereign!

Boris

Listen, prince!

When that terrible

crime was committed. ..

when the infant

perished prematurely...

and his body lay

all bloody on the square,

when the orphaned people of Uglich,
gave themselves up to the grievous pain
in their hearts and called for vengeance,
that infant... who perished...

was he... Dmitry?

SHUISKY
It was him!

Boris

Vasily Ivanych

I adjure you by the cross

and by God, in all conscience,

to tell me the whole truth:

you know that I am merciful:

I shall not punish you with futile disgrace
for your former lies.

But if you are dissembling...

I swear!

I shall think up a most horrible execution,
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TaKylo Ka3Hb, 4TO Lapb MBaH the kind of execution that would make even Tsar Ivan
OT yXaca Bo rpobe coaporHércsi!... shudder from horror in his grave!...
OrtBeTa xay! Answer me!

LIYUCKW SHUISKY

U TBI He Bepulllb MHe? Don’t you believe me?

VYoKenm yCOMHMIICS Can it be you doubt

B IIpeIaHHOM pabe TBOEM, your devoted servant,

M Ka3HbIO JIIOTOIO CTpallaelb? and frighten him with a terrible execution?
He xa3nb cTpamHa, It is not execution that I fear,

CTpalllHa TBOSI HEMUJIOCTB! Bbut your displeasure.

(IMpubnuxkasice K bopucy, mouru Brioiarosoca; (He comes up close to Boris; almost in a whisper, and
cienst 3a bopucowm.) watching Boris.)

B Yriuue, B cobope, At the cathedral in Uglich,

TIpeJl BCEM HapoJIOoM, for more than five days,

I51Th C JIMILIKOM JHEM and in the sight of all the people,

ST TPYN MJIaJIeH11a HaBelasl. T went to see the corpse of the infant.
Boxkpyr Hero Around him

TpPUHAILIATh TeJ JIeXallo, lay thirteen bodies,

00e300pakeHHBIX, B KPOBH, mutilated, blood-stained

B JIOXMOTBSIX IPSI3HBIX, and in filthy rags,

M 110 HUM YX TJIIEHUE and on them the clear signs of putrefaction
3aMETHO TIPOCTYIIAJIO; had already set in.

HO IETCKUI JIMK IIapeBruYa But the face of the tsarevich

OBLI CBETEJ, YUCT U SICEH; was radiant, unblemished and bright;
mIyOOKasi, cTpariHas the deep, terrible wound

3UssIa paHa; was gaping wide;

a Ha ycTax ero HermopoOYHbIX a wondrous smile

YABIOKA YyaHAas Urpasa; played about his unsullied lips;
KasaJiocsl, B CBOEI OH it looked as if he were

KOJIbIOE/IbKE CITOKOMHO CITUT, sleeping calmly in his cradle,

CJIOXKUBIIU PYIKU with his little arms folded,

U B [IPABOI KPEIKO CKaB whilst in his firmly clenched right hand
WTPYLIKY IETCKYIO. .. he held a child’s toy...

BOPUC Boris

JloBoJibHO! Enough!

(XBaraercs 3a pydky kpecia; gaet 3Hak Lllyiickomy  (He grasps the arm of the armchair; gives a sign to

yaanutbesi. Lyiickuii yxonur, orsiibiBasicb Ha Shuisky to go. Shuisky leaves, looking back at Boris.)
Bopuca.)
Y, tsixeno! Ah, how painful;
Jait nyx nepeseny... let me get my breath.
Sl uyBCTBOBaJI, BCSI KDOBB I felt all my blood
MHE KHUHYJIach B JIMLIO rushing to my face
M TSIKKO OITyCKaslach. and then it drained away suddenly.
O, coBeCTh JIoTast, Kak O, cruel conscience,
CTPAILLHO Thl Kapaelib! what a terrible punishment you exact!
(Ha cuene temHeeT. Yachl ¢ KypaHTaM# TIPUXOASAT (The stage darkens. The clock with its chimes springs
B JIBVKEHME. ) into action.)
Exxenu B TeGe MSATHO €IUHOE... If there is a single stain on you...
eIMHOEe CIIy4ailHO 3aBeJiocs, just one chance stain...
39
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Jlyllia CTOPUT, HAJIbETCS
cepilLe si10M, TaK TSKKO,
TSIKKO CTAHET...

YTO MOJIOTOM CTYYMT B yllIax
YKOPOM U TIPOKJISITHEM. ..

M IYLIUT YTO-TO...

Jlymur...

M TOJIOBA KPY>KUTCHL...

(Bbet Bocemb yacos.)

B rnazax... guts...

OKpoOBaBJIeHHOE!...

BoH... BoH Tam, 4TO 3T0?

Tawm, B yry...

Kounbliercst, pacTer...

OIU3UTCSI, IPOXKUT U CTOHET...

Yyp, 4yp...

He s... He 51 TBOWM JIUXOJEN. ..

Yyp, uyp, auts!

Hapon... ve s...

Bons Haponal...

Yyp, aus!...

(B yxace 3akpbIBaeT JULIO PyKaMU U B
M3HEMOXXEHUH OITycKaeTcsl Ha KOJICHU y Kpecia.)
Tlocnonu!

Tel He xouelb

CMEpPTH IpelIHUKa,

TIOMMJTYI oy11y

nipectyrHoro 1apst bopucal...

40

your soul burns

and your heart is filled with poison.
it becomes painful, so painful...

It hammers in your ears

with its reproaches and it curses...
it somehow suffocates you...

It suffocates. ..

and your head reels...

(The clock strikes eight.)

The bloodstained child

is in your eyes.

There... over there... what is it?

There, in the corner...

it is hovering, it is getting larger...

it is coming closer... it quivers and groans...
Keep away, keep away...

It is not I... Not I who did you wrong...
Keep away, child!

It was the people... not I...

The will of the people!

Keep away, child!...

(Horrified, he covers his face with his hands, and sinks
to his knees exhausted near the armchair.)
O Lord,

Thou dost not wish

to claim the life of a sinner...

have mercy on the soul of the

criminal Tsar Boris!...
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TPETbE JEMCTBUE

INepBas kapTuHa

VYo6opHast Mapunsl Muunmek B CaHIOMUPCKOM
3amke. MapuHa 3a TyajeTtoM. Py3st youpaer eii
roJsioBy. JIeByIIKM 3aHUMaOT MapuHy MECHIMU.

XOP JEBYLIEK

Ha Buciie nasypHoit,
MOJ1 UBOWM TEHUCTOM,
YYJAHBINA [IBETOYEK,
cHera OeJiee,

B 3€pKaJIbHbIE BOJIBI
JICHUBO IJISIANTCSI,
J00YSICh CBOCIO
POCKOLIHOI Kpacoro.
Han 4yaHbIM LIBETOYKOM,
OJIMCcTast Ha COJIHIIE,
poii 6abouek pe3BbIX
UTpaeT, KPYKUTCSI;
TUICHEHHBI IMBHOM
Kpacolo 1IBETOUKaA,
HEXHBIX JIMCTOYKOB
HE CMeeT KOCHYThCSI,
Kpacoro IBETOYKA
TJICHSISICh.

W gyaHbIil LIBETOYCK,
KUBAasi TOJIOBKOM,

B 3¢pPKaJIbHbIE BOJIbI
JICHUBO IJISIAUTCSI.

MAPUHA
(Pyse.)
AJnmasHbIii Moii BeHel!

XOP JEBYHIEK

A B 3aMKe BECEIOM
MaHHa KpacoTka,
1LIBETOYKA PEYHOTO
Kpaile, Muiee,

Kpauie uBeTodka,

Oesee, HEXKHEeE,

Ha CJIaBy U paloCThb
Bcero Canpomupa
POCKOLIHO LIBETET.
Hewmano monomaues,
OJIECTSAIIMX U 3HATHBIX,
B HEBOJIbHOM CMYILUCHbU
TIpeJ HEetO MPEKJIOHSINCD,
YABIOKY KPaCOTKU
OJIaKEHCTBOM CUUTAsI,

Y HOT YapoJeKu

BECb MUD 3a0bIBast.

ACT THREE

Scene One

The dressing room of Marina Mnishek at the Castle of
Sandomir. Marina is at her toilette. Ruzya is decorating
her hair. Some maidens entertain Marina with songs.

CHORUS OF GIRLS

On the azure Vistula,
beneath a shady willow,

a wondrous flower,

whiter than snow,

gazes indolently at itself

in the mirror of the water,
admiring its splendour

and its beauty.

About the wondrous flower,
sparkling in the sunshine,

a swarm of playful butterflies
darts about and circles;
captivated by the miraculous
beauty of the flower,

they do not dare to touch

its tender leaves,

being captivated by the
beauty of the flower.

And the wondrous flower,
nodding its head

in the mirror of the water
indolently gazes at itself.

MARINA
(to Ruzya)
My diamond diadem!

CHORUS OF GIRLS

But in this merry castle

the fair mistress

is more beautiful and endearing
than that river flower,

more beautiful than the flower
whiter, and more tender.

to the glory and the joy

of the whole of Sandomir

she blossoms luxuriously.

Not a few fellows,

dashing and of noble birth,
have bowed down before her
in involuntary confusion,
considering the smile

of the beautiful maiden to be bliss,
and forgetting the whole world
at the feet of the enchantress.
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A raHHa KpacoTka
JIYKaBO cMes1achb

HaJl, peyblo JI0O0BHOIA,
HaJl CTPACTbIO UX MbUIKOW,
TOMJICHBAM U MYKaM
cepliell UX CMYIIEHHBIX
HC BHCMJISA.

MAPUHA

JloBoJibHO!

(Bcraer.)

KpacoTrka naHHa 6yarogapHa
3a JIACKOBOE CJIOBO U 3a
CPaBHEHbE C TEM L[BETOUKOM
YyJIHBIM, 4TO OeJjiee CHera.

Ho nanna MHuIIeK He 10BOJIbHA:
HM Peyblo Ballleil JIbCTUBOI,

HU GECCMBICIICHHBIM

HaMEKOM Ha KaKMX-TO
MOJIOZLEB OJIECTSIINX,

YTO LIeJIO0 TOJIIIO0

Yy HOT €€ JieXasu,

B OJIaXKeHCTBE yTOIIAs. ..

Her, e aTux necen

HYKHO MaHHe MHMIIeK;

He MoXBaJl Kpace CBOeu

OT Bac Xjaaja ...

a TeX MeCeHOK YyIeCHBbIX,

YTO MHE HSIHSI HameBaja:

0 BeJINYbHU, O robeaax,

U O CJIaBe BOEB IMOJIBCKHUX,

O BCEMOIIIHBIX MOJBCKUX JAEBaX,
O MOOUTBIX MUHO3EMIIAX...

Bot uTo Hy>)XHO maHHe MHMIIEK,
3TU IIECHU eil oTpana!l
([eBywkam.)

Crymaiire!

([deByLIKM OTKJIAaHUBAIOTCS M YXOJISIT. )

To1, Py3si, MHe He HyXKHa
CETOJ/IHS, OTIOXHU. ..

(Py3s yxonur.)

CkyuyHo MapuHe.

AX, KaK CKy4YHO!

Kak ToMUTeIbHO U BSIJIO

JIHY 32 JTHSIMM JUTSITCS.

Ilycro, riyno Tak, 6ecrionHo;
LIEJIBI COHM KHSI3€eit, 1 TpadoB,
U MaHOB BEJIbMOXKHBIX

HE PA3rOHUT CKYKHU aJCKOM.
JIume Tam, B TYMaHHOM gaiu,
30pbKa sicHasl OJ1ecHy1a;
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But the fair mistress
laughed slyly

at their words of love

and their ardent passion,

not heeding

the longing and the torments
of their troubled hearts.

MARINA

Enough!

(stands up)

The fair mistress is grateful

for the words of kindness and for
the comparison with that wondrous flower
that is whiter than snow.

But mistress Mnishek is not content:
either with your flattering words

or by your meaningless

references to certain

dashing fellows,

who have prostrated themselves

in such numbers at her feet,

as they sink in bliss...

No, it is not such songs

that mistress Mnishek needs;

it was not a paean to her beauty

that I expected from you...

but those wondrous songs

that my nanny used to sing to me:
about greatness, victories,

the glory of the Polish laments,
mighty Polish maidens,

and the vanquished foreigners...
that is what mistress Mniszek wants,
such songs are a joy to her!

(to the maidens)

Go now!

(The girls take their leave and go out.)

Ruzya, I do not need you today,
go and rest...

(Ruzya leaves.)

Marina is bored.

Ah, how bored!

How tediously, how sluggishly

one day follows another.

It is empty, so stupid, and fruitless;
that whole host of princes, counts
and grandees

cannot disperse my hellish boredom.
Only there, in the misty distance,
has a bright beam of light flashed;
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TO MOCKOBCKUIA ITPOXOAMMEL]
rnaHHe MHUIIEK MPUIJISTHYJICS.
Moii IuMuTpuUii, MCTUTETH
rPO3HBIIA, GecnolaIHblA,

Boxwnii cyn u boxnbs kapa

3a LlapeBuya, MaJIoTKYy,

JKEePTBY BJIACTU HEHACBITHOM,
XKEPTBY AJIYHOCTU U 37100bI
uapsi-3nozaest ['ogyHoBa.

Pa30y>ky MarHaToB COHHBIX,
OJ1eCKOM 3J1aTa U 100bIYU

3aMaHIO s LIUISIXTY.

A TeGs1, MO caMO3BaHell,

MOI1 JIIOOOBHUK TOMHBIIA,

or11010 TeOs ciie3aMu

CTPACTH XKryue,

3ay11y TeOs1 B OOBSIThSIX,
3aleyio, MUJIbIA

MoOIi LlapeBu4, Mol lumMutpuii,
MOW XKEHUX Ha3BaHbINI.

HexHbIM JiereToM JTI060BHBIM
CJIyX TBOM ouapyio.

ITanHe MHMUILIEK CIUILIKOM CKYYHBI
CTPacTy TOMHOM M3JIUSTHBSI,
TMBUIKUX IOHOLLIEI MOJIEHBS,

peuu IOolLJIble MarHaToB.

TTanHa MHMIIIEK CITaBBl XOYET,
rnaHHa MHUILIEK BJIaCTH XaxIeT!...
Ha nipectous napeit MoCKOBCKHUX

s LapuLen camy,

u B nopdupe 31aTOTKaHHOIA,
COJIHIIEM 3a0JIMCTalO.

A Kpacoii cBoeii 4yiecHOM’

s1 Cpaxy TYMbIX MOCKaJIei,

M cTaja 60sip KUWINBbIX

OUTB YeJIoM cebe 3acTaBIlio.

W npocnassT B ckas3kax,

ObLISIX, HEObUINIIAX,

TOPYIO CBOIO LIAPUILY

TYMOYMHbIE MOCKaH!..

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa,

Xa, Xa, Xa, xa, xa, xa!

(Mnet k 1Bepu M OCTaHABJIMBAETCs y 3epKaja,
JTIOOYSICh Y TIOTIPABJISISl CBOW BEHELl. YBUIS B
3epKajie OTpaXKeHHUe Ue3yuTa, BCKPUKUBAET. )
Al... AX, 3TO BBI, MOi1 oTell!

PAHI'OHU

J103BOIUT JTN
HUYTOXHOMY pady
TocnionHio

Kpacolo He3eMHOIO
OaucTaroias maHHa
TIPOCUTh BHUMAHUSIL. ..
(Knansisicn.)
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it was mistress Mnishek

drawn towards the Moscow rogue.

My Dmitry,

awesome, merciless avenger,

the Lord’s judge and the Lord’s punishment
for the infant tsarevich,

the victim of insatiable power,

the victim of the greed and the malice

of the villainous Godounovs.

I shall incite the sleepy magnates

I shall lure the Polish gentry

with the sparkle of gold and booty.

And you, my pretender,

my languorous admirer,

I shall chide you with tears

of burning passion,

I shall smother you in my embraces,

I shall shower kisses on you, my dearest,
my tsarevich, my Dmitry,

my sworn husband.

I shall enchant your ear

with my tender words of love.

The outpourings of languid passion,

the entreaties of ardent youths,

and the trivial conversation of the magnates
are too boring for mistress Mnishek.
mistress Mnishek wants glory,

mistress Mnishek craves power!...

I shall sit as tsaritsa

on the throne of the tsars of Muscovy,

and I shall sparkle like the sun

in my mantle of porphyry interwoven with gold.
With my wondrous beauty

I shall crush those dullards, the Muscovites,
and make the band of arrogant boyars

bow in homage to me.

And in their tales,

in their chronicles of fact and fiction

the dull-witted Muscovites

will glorify their proud tsaritsa!

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha,

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

(She goes towards the door, stops near the mirror,

admires herself, and straightens her diadem. Seeing a

Jesuit reflected in the mirror, she shrieks.)
Ah... Ah, it’s you, my father!

RANGONI

May

a worthless servant

of the Lord

crave the attention

of a lady resplendent

in her unearthly beauty...
(bowing)
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MAPUHA

Orel MO, Bbl HE
TIPOCUTH TOJIKHBI:
Mapuna MHuexk
JI0YEPBIO MTOCTYITHOIO
ObLTa 1 OyIeT CBATOM,
aroCTOJILCKOM

U HepasJenapHoii LlepkBu.

PAHI'OHHA

LlepkoBb boxust
ocTaBJIeHa, 3a0bITa.
JIuku ceetibie

CBSITBIX MTOOJIEKIIU,
BEPBI KUBOI MCTOUHUK
YUCTBII [JIOXHET,

OTHb KaJWJIbHMIL
OJ1arOBOHHBIX MEPKHET,
3USIIOT PaHbl CBSITHIX
CTPacTOTEPIILIEB,
CKOpPOb U CTOHBI B
OOUTENISIX TOPHUX,
JIBIOTCSI CIE3BL
MacThIpeil CMUPEHHBIX!

MAPUHA

Ore11 Moit! Bel... cMyI11aeTe MEHS.
Bonbio xryueio

peub Balra CKopoHast

B cJIaOOM MOEM cepzLe OTIAETCS.

PAHI'OHU

Jloub Most! Mapuna!

ITpoBo3BecTH epeTHKamM
MOCKaJISIM Bepy IpaBylo!

OOGpaTy KX Ha MyThb CMIACeHbsI,
COKPYILHU JIyX PacKoJia IPeXOBHBbIN.
W npocnassat MapuHny

CBATYIO TIPEJL IIPECTOTIOM

TBopua Jyye3apHbIM

anrens! ['ocrionau!

MAPUHA

(ITon BnieyaTsieHMEM, BOCTOP>KEHHO.)
W npocnassit Mapuny

CBSITYIO TIPE TPECTOJIOM

TBopua siyue3apHbIM

auresibl ['ocrogHm!

(OnymaBLINCE.)

V! I'pex kakoii!

OrTer MOIi, COGIa3HOM CTPALTHBIM
Bbl UCKYCWJIW J1y1Lly TPELIHYIO
HEONBITHOW U BETPeHOU MapuHBI...
He mHe, nmpuBbIKIIIeit K OJIecKy,

B BUXPE CBETa U MUPOB BECEIbIX,
HeT, He MHE Ha JI0JIIO I1aJIo
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MARINA

My father,

you have no need to ask:
Marina Mniszek

has been, and will remain,
a dutiful daughter

of the holy, apostolic

and indivisible Church.

RANGONI

God’s Church

is abandoned, forgotten.

The radiant faces

of our saints have faded,

the pure source

of the living faith is withering away,
the flame of the

sweet-smelling censers is growing dim,
the wounds of the

holy martyrs gape wide,

there is sorrow and groaning

in the celestial abodes,

and the tears of the

humble shepherds flow!

MARINA

My father! You... confound me.
Your mournful words

resound in my feeble heart

with a burning pain.

RANGONI

My daughter! Marina!

Proclaim the true faith

to the heretical Muscovites!

Guide them onto the path of salvation,
strike down the sinful spirit of dissent.
The angels of the Lord

will glorify the saintly

Marina before the radiant throne

of the Creator!

MARINA

(moved; exaltedly)

The angels of the Lord

will glorify the saintly

Marina before the radiant throne

of the Creator!

(thinking better of it)

Oo! Such a sin!

My father, with this fearful temptation
You have seduced the sinful soul

of the inexperienced and empty-headed Marina...
It is not to me, so accustomed to splendour,

in the whirl of society and merry feasts,
it is not to me that the task of glorifying
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nipociaButh LlepkoBb Boxbio.
Sl 6eccuiibHa...

PAHI'OHU

Kpacoro coeto ruieHun
camo3BaH11a!

Peusio n11060BHOIO,

HEXHOIO0, TIBUIKOIO

CTPacTb 3aPOHU B €ro ceplie.
IraMeHHBIM B30POM,
VIIBIOKOW Yapyloniein

pa3yM ero rnoxkopu.

IIpe3pu cyeBepHblIii,
HeJIeTIbIN cTpax

YITPBI3EHUI COBECTH XKaJIKOM,
OpocCh Mpeapaccynok,

TIyCTO# M 3a0aBHBIN,
JIeBUYbEl CTHILIMBOCTH,
JIOKHOM U B3/IOPHOW.

ITopoto THEBOM MPUTBOPHBIM,
KaIlPU3HOIO MPUXOTHIO XKEHCKOM,
TIOPOIO TOHKOIO JIECThIO

Wb JJOBKUM OOMaHOM
HUCKYCH €ro, 000JILCTU €TO.
W, xorma nCTOMJIEHHBII,

Y HOT TBOMX JIUBHBIX,

B BOCTOpre 0€3MOJIBHOM,
XKIaTh OyeT BEJICHU,
KJISITBY TTIOTpeOyii

CBSTOI Mpornarasisl!

MAPUHA
Toro 11 MHE HYXXHO?

PAHIOHUN

Kak? U 1o nep3aeuib
nporusutbest Llepksu!

Ecnu 3a 61aro npusHaHo OyeT,
JIOJIXKHA ThI TIOXKEPTBOBATh TOTYAC,
06e3 cTpaxa, 0e3 COXKaJIeHBbS. ..
YeCThIO CBOCIO.

MAPUHA

Yro? nep3kuii jexert!

Kuisiny TBou peuu JiyKaBbie,

cep/ile TBOE pa3BpaliéHHoe,

KJISIHY TeOsI BCell CUIJION TIPEe3peHUsI.

PAHT'OHU
(OTtcrynas K 1Bepu.)
Mapwuna!

MAPUHA
Ipous ¢ r1a3 moux!

the Church of God has fallen.
I am powerless...

RANGONI

Captivate the Pretender

with your beauty!

Arouse passion in his heart
with tender and ardent

words of love.

subdue his reason

with your burning glances
and with your entrancing smile.
Despise the superstitious

and absurd fear

of pitiful remorse,

throw aside

the empty and amusing prejudice
of maidenly bashfulness,

that is so false and stupid.
Now with feigned anger,

and capricious female whims,
now with subtle flattery

or cunning wiles

seduce him and captivate him.
And when, exhausted

at your wondrous feet

in wordless ecstasy

he awaits your command,
demand his oath

to promote the faith!

MARINA
Is this what I need?

RANGONI

‘What? Do you dare

to oppose the Church!

If it is acknowledged to be for the good
you must immediately sacrifice

your honour

without fear or regret.

MARINA

‘What? Bold liar!

I curse your cunning words
and your corrupted heart,

I curse you with all the force of contempt.

RANGONI
(stepping back towards the door)
Marina!

MARINA
Get out of my sight!
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PAHT'OHU

(ITocTeneHHo HacTyTIas.)
ITnameHeM afgcKUM

rj1a3za TBOM 3aCBEpKaJu,
YCTa NCKa3WINCh,

EKU TTOOJICKITU

OT JYHOBE€HbBSA HEYUCTOTO
ucyessa Kpaca TBOSI.
Jlyxu TbMbI TOOOI OBJIAEHU,
TOpIIbIHEN OECOBCKOM
TBOI YM OMpayuJIn.

MAPUHA

(IMox BIMsIHMEM CYyeBEPHOIO CTpaxa.)

O, Bboxe, 3amuTu MeHst!
boxe, Hayuu meHsi!

PAHIOHU

B rpo3nowm Benuuby,
Ha KPBUIBSIX aICKUX,
cam CaraHa mmaput
HaJ, To6010!

MAPUHA

(BckpukuBaeT 1 magaet K Horam PaHroHmu.)

Al..

PAHI'OHU
(Kak nan 1o6bruero.)

Cwmupuch nipen boxxbum nociom!

INpenaiicst MHE, BCeit Ay1I010O,
BCEM ITOMBICJIOM,

XKeJIAHbEM U MEUTOIO;

Moelo Oyab paboii!

Bropas kapruHa

3amok Muuika B Cangomupe. Cazn. doHTtaH.

JlyHHast HOYb.

CAMO3BAHELL

(Bxomur, meuTasi.)

B nonHoYb... B cany...

y doHTaHa...

O, rosioc AMBHBII1!

Kakoii orpanoit

Thl MHE HAITOJHWI cepare!..
(ITonxonur k oHTaHY.)
[Mpunéus 1u Thl, KeJaHHas1,
TpUAENIB JIU, TOTyOKa

MOST JIETKOKpPbLIasi?

AJb He BCTIOMSTHEILb ThI
OyitHOro cokosia, 4To

1o Te6e rPyCTUT, HaAPbIBASTCSI.

ITpuBeTOM JaCKOBBIM,

RANGONI

(gradually more and more on the offensive)
Your eyes have started to sparkle

with a hellish flame,

your lips have become distorted,

your cheeks have grown pale;

the devil has breathed on you

and your beauty has vanished,

the spirits of darkness have possessed you,
with their devil’s arrogance

and they have clouded your mind.

MARINA

(afflicted by superstitious fear)
O God, protect me!

O God, instruct me!

RANGONI

In his fearsome grandeur
Satan himself hovers
over you

on his diabolical wings!

MARINA
(cries out and falls at Rangoni’s feet)
Ah!...

RANGONI

(as if standing on his prey)

Humble yourself before God’s envoy!
Entrust yourself to me with all your soul
with all your thoughts

desires and dreams;

be my slave!

Scene Two

The Mnishek castle in Sandomir. The garden.
A fountain. A moonlit night.

THE PRETENDER

(emerges with a dreamy expression)
At midnight... in the garden...

near the fountain...

O, wondrous voice!

With what joy

you have filled my heart!...

(comes up to the fountain)

Will you come, my beloved,

will you come,

my light-winged dove?

Or have you forgotten

the reckless falcon

who pines for you and rends his soul.
With your affectionate greeting
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peyubio HEXKHOIO
Thbl YTOJIM MYKY cep/ilia
0€e3BICXO/IHYIO.
(O6paTsich K 3aMKY.)
Mapwumnal..

OTKJIMKHUCH, O, OTKJIMKHHUCH!..

IMpuau... npuau, s xay teds!..
Her!.. HeT oTBeTA...
(3amymbIBaeTcsi.)

(M3-3a yria 3aMKa, OTJISIABIBAsICh, KPAIEeTCsT

HUE3YUT.)

PAHI'OHU
LlapeBuu!
CAMO3BAHEL
OmaThb 3a MHOM!

Kak TeHb, nipecieyelib MeHs.

PAHI'OHU

CaeTienmmii,
J00JIeCTHBIN 11apeBuY!
S mocJiaH K BaM ropioio
KpacaBulleii MapuHOW. ..

CAMO3BAHEL
MapwuHoii!

PAHT'OHU

TMocyrHoM, HeXHOM 10Yephlo,

MHe HeOOM BPYYEHHOI.
OHa yMosisiia cka3aTh BaMm,

4TO MHOTO HacMeIleK 3JI00HBIX

TIPUILIIOCH TIEPEHECTD €1,
4YTO Bac OHa JIIOOUT,
4TO OYIEeT K BaM...

CAMO3BAHEL

O, eciu ThI HE JDKENIb,

ecsin He cam CaTtaHa
LISTTYeT Te PeUU YyJACeCHBIE. ..
Bosnecy eé€, ronyoky,

Mpej BCelo PYyCCKOM 3eMJIEH,
BO3Belly €€ ¢ coboto

Ha LAPCKU MPecTo,
OCJIETLTIO €€ KPacoro
TpaBOCJIaBHBI Jito!
(BcmaTpuBaetcs B nesymra.)
37100t 1eMOH!

Thl, KaK TaThb HOUHOM,
3aKpasicsi MHE B JyIIly,

Thl BbIPBAJI U3 TPYAU MOEid
TpU3HAaHBE. ..

Two1 0 106BM MapuHsb! ran?

and your tender words

soothe the perpetual torment

of my heart.

(turning towards the castle)

Marinal!...

Respond to me, o respond to me,
come... come, I am waiting for you!...
No!... There is no reply...

(grows pensive)

(The Jesuit, looking about, steals up from behind the
corner of the castle.)

RANGONI

Tsarevich!

THE PRETENDER

Again you are there!

You follow me like a shadow.

RANGONI

Highness,

valiant tsarevich!

I have been sent to you

by the haughty beauty, Marina...

THE PRETENDER
By Marina!

RANGONI

By that dutiful and tender daughter
entrusted to me by heaven.

She has entreated me to tell you
that she has had to endure

much wicked mockery,

that she loves you,

and that she will come to see you...

THE PRETENDER

O, if you are not lying,

if it is not Satan himself

who is whispering these wondrous words...
I shall raise her up, my dove,

before the entire Russian land,

I shall elevate her with me

to the royal throne,

I shall dazzle the Orthodox faithful

with her beauty!

(scrutinising the Jesuit)

Wicked demon!

Like a robber in the night,

you have insinuated yourself into my soul,
you have torn the confession

from my breast...

were you were lying about the love of Marina?
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PAHT'OHU

JIran?.. 51 nran?..

U nepen To60it, mapeBuu?
Jla o te6Ge OHOM U JieHb, U HOYb
OHa TOMUTCSI U CTPaaaeT,
0 cynbOe TBOEeH 3aBUITHOM
B HOUHOM TUIIM MEUTAeT.
O, ecau 6 THI TIO0OMIT €€,
ecyu O 3HAJT e€ Tep3aHbsl,
TOP/JBIX TAHOB HACMEIIKH,
3aBUCTb UX XKEH JIMLIEMEPHBIX,
MOIILJIbIE CTUUICTHH,
Ope/iHU IyCThle

O TaliHBIX CBUIAHBSIX,

O TIOLIEJTYSIX,

poit OCKOPOICHUI
HEBBIHOCUMBIX,

0, Thl HE OTBEPT ObI TOT/A
MOJIBOBI MO€I1 CKPOMHOIA,
MOMX YBEpPEHUI,

JIOXBIO HEe Ha3BaJl Obl
MYKy 6enHoil MapuHBI.

CAMO3BAHEL

JloBoJibHO!

CIUIIKOM MHOTO YIIPEKOB,
CJIMIIKOM JIOJITO CKPBbIBAJ 5

OT JIIOJIeii CBOE CUaCTbe.

51 3a MapuHy rpyabio CTaHy,

51 IOTIPOILLY TTAHOB HAJIMEHHBIX,
KOBapCTBO SKEH MX
OecCTBIAHBIX pa3pyIily.

Sl ocMero UX XKaJKylo 37100y,
TpeJi BCEIO TOJIO0
Oe3/1y1IHbIX TAHEHOK
OTKPOIOCH B JIIOOBY 6e3rpaHNYHOI
Mapune,

s1 OpollyCch K HOraM e€,
YMOJISISl HE OTBEPraTh

NbUIKOW CTPACTU MOEIA,

OBITb MHE XXEHOIO,

LapuICIO, APYTOM...

PAHI'OHU

(B cTopony.)
BcniomorecTsyit,
cBsaToil rnaruit!

CAMO3BAHELL

(Uesyury.)

Tel, oTpekiIMiicss OT Mupa,
MPOKJISITBIO MpeaaBIInii
BC€ paaoCTH >)KM3HU,
MacTep BEeJIMKUN

B JIIOOOBHOM MCKYCCTBE,
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RANGONI

Lie?... Did I lie?...

And to you, tsarevich?

For you alone she languishes

and suffers day and night.

In the silence of the night she dreams
about your enviable fate.

Oh, if you loved her,

if you knew her torments,

the mockery of the haughty lords

and the envy of their hypocritical wives,

the common gossip,

the empty ravings

about secret trysts

and kisses,

a whole mass

of intolerable insults,
then you would not reject
my humble entreaty

and my assurances,

you would not call

poor Marina’s sufferings a falsehood.

THE PRETENDER

Enough!

Too many reproaches,

too long I have hidden

my happiness from people.

1 shall defend Marina,

I shall question the haughty lords
and I shall put an end

to the wiles of their shameless wives.
I shall ridicule their pitiful malice,
before the entire crowd

of these soulless little ladies,

I shall declare my unbounded love
for Marina,

I shall throw myself at her feet,
imploring her not to reject

my ardent passion,

to become my wife,

Tsaritsa, beloved...

RANGONI

(aside)

Lend thy assistance,
Holy Ignatius!

THE PRETENDER

(to the Jesuit)

You, who have renounced this world,
foreswearing

all the joys of life,

great master

in the art of love,

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



3aKJIMHao TeOs

BCEI CUJION KJISITBBI TBOEM,
BCEIl CMIION XKaKIbl
OaxeHcTBa HeGecHOro!
Benn meHs K Heid,

0, 1ail yBUIETH €€,

JAail cKkaszaThb O JIIOOBU Moeit,
O CTpa/laHbsSIX MOUX,

U HET TOU LIEHBI,

4yTo cMyTHiIa 6 MeHs!

PAHI'OHU
CMUPEHHBIH, TPEITHBIN
6oromouiell 3a OJIMKHUX CBOUX,

O CTpalrHOM HE IMOCJIEAHEro cyaa,

o rpo3Hoii kape ['ocrionHeit,
TPsIAYLIEN B TOT AEHb,
BCEYACHO MOMBIIIUISTIOLINA.
Tpyn, 1aBHO OT>KUBILUIA,
XJIaIHBIII KAMEHb MOXET JIU
KeJaTh COKPOBUII KU3HU?
Ho ecnu Anmutpwnii,
BHYyIlIeHbeM BoxXbuM,

HE OTBEPrHET XeJaHUI
CMUPEHHBIX,

He MOKUIATh €ro KakK ChIHa,
CJIENTD 3a KaXKIbIM

LLIArOM €T0 U MBICJIBIO,
Oepeub 1 OXPaHSTh €ro...

CAMO3BAHEL

Jla, st He paccTaHychb ¢ TOOOM,
NOJIbKO Jaii MHE YBUIETh
MapuHy MO0, OOHSITD €€...

PAHI'OHU
LlapeBuu, ckporics!

CAMO3BAHEL]
Yro ¢ To60it?

PAHIOHU

Tebs 3acTaHeT 3n€ch TOJINA
TMUPYIOIIMX MarHaToB.
Viinu, napeBud, yMOJIsIio,
yitnm!

CAMO3BAHEI

ITycTb uayT, st BCTpedy UX C TOYETOM.

I1o cany, noGyecTu U YecTHu...

PAHI'OHU
OrnoMHUCB, IapeBUY,
ThI TTOTYOUTITb ce0st,
ThI BblAAIIL MapuHy,
yiiau ckopee!
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I adjure you

with all the power of your oath

and with all the strength of your desire
for heavenly bliss!

Lead me to her,

0, let me see her,

let me tell her of my love,

of my sufferings.

There is no price

that could deter me!

RANGONI

A humble, sinful

pilgrim who prays for his neighbour,
and who thinks each hour

about the terrible day of the last judgement
and the terrible punishment of the Lord,
which comes crashing down on that day.
A cadaver, that is long since moribund,
a cold stone, could it

wish for the treasures of life?

But if Dmitry,

inspired by God,

does not reject the desires

of the humble servants

not to forsake him as a son

and to watch over his every

step and thought,

to keep and protect him...

THE PRETENDER

Yes, I'll not be parted from you,
only let me see

my Marina, and embrace her...

RANGONI
Tsarevich, conceal yourself!

THE PRETENDER
What is the matter with you?

RANGONI

The throng of revelling magnates
will discover you here.

Be gone, tsarevich, I implore you,
be gone!

THE PRETENDER
Let them come, I shall greet them with respect
according to their rank, their valour and honour...

RANGONI

Come to your senses, tsarevich,
you will be your own undoing,
and betray Marina.

Better you should go!

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



(YBoIMT camMO3BaHIIa 3a CIICHY.)
(M3 3aMKa BBIXOAUT TOJIMA TOCTEN.)

MAPUHA

(ITox pyKy co cTapbIM MTaHOM.)
Bauueii crpactu

51 He Beplo, TaHe,

BalllV KJISITBBI, YBEPEHbsI,

BcE HampacHo!

(YxomaT B can.)
W He moxeTe BbI, TTAHE...

XOoP

M MOCKOBCKO 11apCTBO
MBI [TOJIOHUM KHBO!

M Mockaneii niaeHHbIX
TIpUBEIEM K BaM, ITaHHU!
A Boiicka bopuca
pa3o0bEM HaBepHO!

Hy, tak uro Xe, naHe,
YTO MEJIUTh, MaHBI...

Ha MockBy ckopeit uanre
u bopuca B ruieH 6epuTte.
Jlns Peuun ITocnosmroit
HaJl0 Pa30pUTh

THE310 MocKaseit!
MapuHa He cyMeer...
Kpacusa, HO cyxa,
HaJIMEHHa, 3J1a.

MAPUHA
(Bxons B 3aMOK.)
Buna, BuHa, maHoBe!

XOoP

Jla 3npasBcTByeT MapuHa!

(Crnenyst 3a MapuHOii B 3aMOK.)
ITsem Gokas BO 3a1paBbe MHUIIIKOB!
Benrepckum uectBoBath Mapuny!
Bo ciaBy apckoro BeHiia MapuHbi!
Busar! Busat! Busat!

CAMO3BAHEL]

(B6eraer.)

Hesyur 1ykaBblii,

KPEIKO cxKajl MeHs

B KOI'TSIX CBOUX MPOKJISITHIX.
Sl TONIBKO MEJIbKOM,

U3aJIN yCIIes B3IJISIHYTh
Ha IMBHYIO MapuHy.
VYKpasiKoil BCTPETUTh
6Jieck yapylomui

(He leads the pretender off stage.)
(A throng of guests emerges from the castle.)

MARINA

(An old lord leads her by the arm.)

I do not believe in your infatuation,
my lord,

or in your oaths and your assurances.
It is all in vain!

(They go off into the garden.)
and can you not, my lords...

CHORUS

‘We shall quickly take

the kingdom of Muscovy!

and the captured Muscovites
shall be brought to you, ladies!
We will smash the

army of Boris for sure!

So, what is it, gentlemen,

why delay, gentlemen. ..

march quickly against Moscow
and take Boris captive.

For the cause of the entire nation
we must destroy

the nest of Muscovites!

Marina will not be able to do it.
She is beautiful, but dry,
haughty, and wicked.

MARINA
(entering the castle)
Some wine, some wine, my lords!

CHORUS

Long live Marina!

(following Marina into the castle)

Let us drain a cup to the health of the Mnisheks!
Let us toast Marina in Tokay wine!

To the glory of Marina’s royal diadem!

Vivat! Vivat! Vivat!

THE PRETENDER

(runs in)

That crafty Jesuit

gripped me firmly in his
accursed clutches.

Only in the distance

did I manage to get a glimpse
of the wonderful Marina,

and secretly to meet

the enchanting brilliance
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oyeil e€ YyJIeCHBIX.

A cepaiie OUJIOCh CUJIBHO,

TaK CWJIBHO OMJIOCH, YTO,

He pa3, ToJIKaJo ¢ 60

B3SITb CBOOOY, TTOAPATHCS

C IMOKPOBUTEJIEM HE3BAaHHBIM,
OTILIOM MOUM JIyXOBHBIM!..

ITon 60ITOBHIO HECHOCHYIO €ro
peueit, 10 HarJIOCTU JIyKaBbIX,

s BUJZIEJI, TIOJI PYKY C TTaHOM 0e33yObIM,
HaJIMEHHYIO KpacaBully MapuHy;
TUIEHUTEJIbHOU YIBIOKOIO CUsIs,
TpeJieCTHULIA LIenTaa:

0 JIacKe HEXHOM, O CTpacTu TUXOM,
O CYacThU OBITH CYNIPYTOiA...
Cyripyroii 6e33y060ro KyTuibl!
Korna cyns6a cyaur eit

JII0OBY OGJIAXKEHCTBO U CJIaBy,
BEHell 371aTOH,

M 1apckyto rnopgupy!..

Her, k uépty Bcé!

Cxkopee B OpaHHBIE Jocriexu!
Llenom 1 Mey OyIaTHBIN,

M Ha KOHei!

Brnepen! Ha cmepTHBIi 6oii!
MuaTbcst B r1aBe

JIPY>KUHBI XOPOOPOit,
BCTPETUTD JIMLIOM K JIUILY
BpaxXbH IOJIKH,

¢ 6051, CO CIIABOI, B35ITh
HaCJIeAHBIN rpecTot!

MAPUHA

(Bxoaur.)
Jumutpuii! LlapeBuy!
Jdumurpuii!

CAMO3BAHEL

Omna! Mapwuna!

3nech, MOsI TOJTyOKa,
KpacaBula Most!

Kak TomutenbHO,

Kak J0JIrO JJINJIUCh
MUHYTBI OXKHIAHbsI,
CKOJIBKO MYUMUTEIIbHBIX
COMHEHM, cepalie Tep3as,
CBETJIbIE JIyMbl MOU OMpaydaliu,
JTII000BB MOIO U CUACThE
TMPOKJIMHATB 3aCTABJISUIN. ..

MAPUHA

3Harto, Bcé 3Halo!

Houeii He cinis,
MeyTaelllb Thl U JIEHb U HOYb,
MedTaellb 0 cBoeil Mapune!
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of her wondrous eyes.

My heart was beating violently,

so violently that

more than once its beating

drove me to break free, and have a fight
with my uninvited protector,

my spiritual father!...

To the accompaniment of his intolerable chatter,
that was crafty to the point of impudence,
I saw the haughty beauty, Marina,

on the arm of a toothless lord;
radiating with a captivating smile,
the enchantress was whispering:
about tender caresses, calm passion,
and the joy of being his wife...

the wife of that toothless debauchee!
‘When fate promises her

the bliss of love and glory,

a crown of gold

and the royal mantle of porphyry!...
No, the devil take her!

Better to don my battle armour,
helmet and the sword of damask steel
and take to the saddle!

Forward! To mortal combat!

To fly at the head

of a valiant army,

to meet the regiments of the enemy
face to face,

and from the battle with glory

to take my hereditary throne!

MARINA

(entering)

Dmitry! Tsarevich!
Dmitry!

THE PRETENDER

It is she! Marina!

Here, my dove,

my beautiful angel!

How agonisingly,

how long did the moments
of my waiting last,

how many tormenting doubts
did cloud my radiant thoughts,
as I rent my heart,

forcing me to curse

my love and happiness...

MARINA

I know, I know it all!

You cannot sleep at night,

you dream both day and night,
you dream about your Marina!
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He st 6ecen 1Ir000OBHBIX,

He JUJIsl peyueil MmyCcThIX

M B3IOPHBIX

51 mpUIIa K Tede.

Haennuxe ¢ co6010 Tl MOXKEIIb
MJIETh U TasITh OT JIIOOBU KO MHE.

CAMO3BAHELL
Mapwuna?

MAPUHA

MeHst He YAUBAT, Thl JOJI2KEH 3HATh,

HU KEPTBbI, HU J1aKe CMEPTh

TBOSI U3-3a JIIOOBU KO MHE.

Korna x napém Tel 6yaeirs Ha Mockse?

CAMO3BAHEL]

Llapém? MapwuHa, ThI TTyraeiib cepaie!
¥Yxenu B1acTb, CUSIHUE TIPecToIa,
XOJIOTIOB MOUIBIX POii,

UX THYCHBIC TOHOCHI

B TeOe MOIIM OBl 3aTTyIINTh

CBSTYIO XKaXKIy JIIOOBU B3aUMHOM,
OTpajy JACKHU CepAEUYHOI,

OOBITHI )KAPKUX U CTPACTHBIX
BOCTOPIOB YapyIolyto cuiy!

MAPUHA

Koneuno!

MBI U B XVKMHE YOOTOi
OyneM cuacTIuBBI € TOOOIA;
4TO HaM cJiaBa,

YTO HaM LapCTBO?

M1 11060BBIO

OylieM KUTb OTHO!

Ecnu Bbl, LIapeBuY,

OJIHOM JIIOGBU XOTUTE,

B MockoBuu y Bac
HalJIeTCs HEMAJIO KeHIIMH

J1e6ebIX, PyMSIHBIX, OPOBb COOOTMHASI. ..

CAMO3BAHELL

YTO HalIM XKEHIINHbI!

B nyxoBukax BajisiTbcs,

MJIETh U TasiTh 11000 nm!
LllerrH1 XOTH CJIOBO O JTIOOBU,
PACKUCHYT TaK, YTO TOILIIHO CTaHeT!
Teb6s1, Te6s1 onHy, MapuHa,

51 0003Karo BCeil CUJION CTpacTu,
BCei >KaX/10il Heru

M GJaXeHCcTBa.

CxkasibCst HaJl CKOPObIO
MCTEP3aHHOMU AYyILIN MOEM...

He orBepraii menst!

But it is not for amorous conversations,

not for empty,

nonsensical words

that I have come to see you.

when you are alone

you can swoon and melt out of love for me.

THE PRETENDER
Marina?

MARINA

You must understand that no sacrifice,
not even your death out of love for me,
will be able to cause me any wonder.
Now when will you be tsar in Moscow?

THE PRETENDER

Tsar? Marina, you alarm my heart!

Can it be that power, the radiance of the throne,
the throng of base servants

and their vile denunciations

could stifle within you

the sacred thirst for reciprocated love,

the joy of heartfelt caresses,

the enchanting power of ardent embraces

and of passionate transports of joy!

MARINA

Of course!

Even in a wretched hovel
we would be happy together:
What is glory,

what is a kingdom to us?
‘We shall live

by love alone!

If love is all you want,
tsarevich,

in Muscovy you have not a few
buxom, rosy-cheeked girls
with brows of sable...

THE PRETENDER

What are our women!

They like to wallow in feather beds
swooning and melting!

‘Whisper but one word of love

and they grow so limp that you feel sick!
You, you alone, Marina

I worship with all the force of passion,
all the thirst for

contentment and bliss.

Take pity on the sorrow

of my tormented soul...

Do not reject me!
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MAPUHA

Tak He MapuHy, Bbl TOJILKO
JKEHIIMHY BO MHE JIIOOMIN?

Jluis nipecTout napeit MOCKOBCKUX,
Juurb mopdupa U BeHell 371aTO
MCKYCUTb... MCHS... MOTJIU ObI.

CAMO3BAHELL

Trol paHullb ceplle MHe,
XecTokast MapuHa;

OT CJIOB TBOMX MOTWJIbHBII
XJIaJl Ha J1y1lly BEET.
Bunuiie; 51y HOT TBOMX,

Y HOT TBOMX MOJIIO TeOsI:
HE OTBeprai

JIOOBU Moei 6e3yMHOIA!

MAPUHA

(OTTankuBaeT caMmo3BaHLa HOTOI0.)
Bcranb, 1106G0BHUK HEXKHBII.

He Tomu ce6st MOJTbOOIT HATTPACHOA.
Bcranb, cTpaganel TOMHBbIM!

MHe XaJjib TeOsl, MOl MUJIBINA,
M3HEMOT Thl, UCTOMMJICS,

oT JT1I00BM K cBoeit MapuHe,

JIeHb M HOYb O Hell MeyTaelllb,
3a0bUI U AyMaTh O MPECTOJIE,

o 6opboe ¢ napém bopucom...
I1pous, 6Gponsra nep3kuii!

CAMO3BAHEL
MapwuHa, 9To ¢ T060i1?

MAPUHA
I1poub, MpUCHENTHUK TAHCKUIA!

CAMO3BAHELL
Yto ¢ T060i1?
MAPUHA
Xosnon!

CAMO3BAHELL

Croii, Mapuna!

MHe 4yauinoch, Tl
Opocuiia YKOPOM TSTOCTHBIM
MO€W MUHYBILEN XKU3HU...
JIxéub, ropaast rmossrakal
LlapeBuu s1!

Co Bcex KoHLI0B Pycu
BOK/IY CTEKJIUCSI.

3ayTpo B 00i1 JICTUM B TJIaBe
JIPY>KUH XOPOOPBIX,
CJIaBHBIM BUTSI3EM TIPSIMO

B Kpemib MockoBckmii,

Ha OTYMI PECTOI,
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MARINA

No, not Marina, is it only

the woman in me you love?

Only the throne of the tsars of Muscovy,

only the mantle of porphyry and the golden crown
could... tempt...me.

THE PRETENDER

You are wounding my heart,
cruel Marina;

your words waft the coldness
of the tomb into my soul.

You see; I am at your feet,
and at your feet I implore you:
do not reject

my frenzied love!

MARINA

(pushes the Pretender away with her foot)
Rise, tender lover.

Do not torment yourself with vain entreaties.
Rise, love-sick youth!

I am sorry for you, my dearest,

you are faint, exhausted

by the love you feel for your Marina,

you dream of her day and night,

you have ceased thinking about the throne,
about the struggle with Tsar Boris...

Away with you, insolent vagrant!

THE PRETENDER
Marina, what is wrong with you?

MARINA
Away, lordly myrmidon!

THE PRETENDER

What is wrong with you?
MARINA

Slave!

THE PRETENDER

Stay, Marina!

It seemed to me that

you were reproaching me sorely

for my past life...

You lie, proud Pole!

I am the tsarevich!

Leaders from all corners

of Russia have thronged together.
On the morrow we fly into battle
leading our valiant armies,

like a glorious knight

straight to the Moscow Kremlin,
to our ancestral throne

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



3aBeIIaHHBIN Cyabp0Ooit!

Ho, korna napéwm s csimy,

B BEJIMYbU HETIPUCTYITHOM,
0, C KAKUM BOCTOProm

s HAaCMEIOCh HaJ TOOOIA,

0, KaK OXOTHO 51

MOCMOTPIO Ha TebsI,

KaK ThI, TOTEPSIHHBIM
LIapCTBOM Tep3asiCh,

paboro MOCIYIITHOIO OyIellb
TOJI3TU K MOIHOXUIO
MpecTosa MOero...

BceMm Torna cmesThes s Besto
Ha/l 1ypOIO LUISIXTSHKOM!

MAPUHA

CwmesTsest!... O, napesny,
YMOJISIIO, HE KJISTHU MEHST

3a pe4yu 3JIbIE MOU.

He ykopoMm, He HaCMEUIKOi,
HO YUCTOM JIIOOOBBIO,
JKaXKJI0M cyiaBbl TBOEH,
KaXKIOW BeJIUYbs

3By4YaT OHU B TULITU HOQHOV[,
MOM MUJIBIN, KOXaHbI MOJA.
He usmenur teGe TBost Mapuna!
3abynp, 0, 3a0yAb O Heid,
3a0y/b O JTI0O6BU CBOECIA,
cKopee Ha LlapcKuii npecto!

CAMO3BAHEL

Mapuna! A1cKyio MyKy
AYILIU MOE He pacTpaBisiit
J0O0BBIO MPUTBOPHOIM!

MAPUHA
JI106:110 TE€OST, MOI KOXaHBIN,
MO MOBEIUTEb!

CAMO3BAHEL

O, moBTOpU, TTOBTOPU, MapuHa!
O, He [1aif OCTBITh HACIAX/IECHBIO,
[ait ayiie oTpaay, MOsi YapoOBHHUIIA,
(OrmyckaeTtcst Ha KOJICHU. )

KU3Hb MOsi!

MAPUHA
Llapp moii!

CAMO3BAHEL
Bcranb, napuia most
HeHarsaHasa!

MAPUHA
O, KaK cepaLe MO€ OKMUBHI

54

bequeathed to us by destiny!
But when I take my place as tsar
in my inaccessible grandeur,

o, with what delight

I shall laugh at you,

0, how eagerly

I shall look on you

as you, tormented by the
kingdom you have lost,

crawl, an obedient slave,
towards the foot

of my throne...

then I shall command everyone
to laugh at the stupid Polish noblewoman!

MARINA

Laugh!... O, tsarevich,

I beg you, do not curse me

for my wicked words.

Not with a reproach, not with mockery
but with pure love,

with the thirst for your glory,

the thirst for greatness

do they resound in the silence of the night,
my dearest, my darling.

Your Marina will not betray you!
Forget, o forget about her,

forget about your love,

go swiftly to the royal throne!

THE PRETENDER

Marina! Do not aggravate
the hellish wound of my soul
with feigned love!

MARINA
I 'love you, my darling,
my sovereign!

THE PRETENDER

O, say it again, say it again, Marina!
0, do not let the pleasure grow cold,
give my soul joy, my enchantress,
(falls on his knees)

you are my life!

MARINA
My tsar!

THE PRETENDER
Rise, tsaritsa,
my precious!

MARINA
O, how you have revived my heart,

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



Thbl, TTOBEJIUTEIIb MO¥A!

CAMO3BAHEL]
Bcranb, 06HUMM KeJlaHHOTO!
(Lenyer Mapuny.)

PAHI'OHUA

(HU3nanu.)

V!

O, ronyoku mou!

O, KaK BbI IPOCTHI, KAK HEXHBbI!

C TOMHBIM B30POM, B XXapKUX OOBSTHSIX.

Jlo6b1va BepHast Mosi!

CAMO3BAHEL]

Most Mapuna! Ckopo Jib
OJ1a’KeHCTBAa MUT HACTaHeT,
CKOPO JIb CUACThSI
JKEJIAHHBIN 1eHb mpuaeT!

MAPUHA

O, moit Iumurpwnii!
Boiicko naBHO XAET T€OsI,
crietid B MockBy,

Ha 1apckuit mpecrout!

my sovereign!

THE PRETENDER
Rise, embrace your beloved!
(He kisses Marina.)

RANGONI

(in the distance)

Ha!

My little lovebirds!

How simple you are, how tender!

With your languid looks, in those ardent embraces.
The prey is in my sure grasp!

THE PRETENDER

My Marina!

Will the moment of bliss come soon,
will the much desired day

of happiness come soon!

MARINA

O, my Dmitry!

Your army has been waiting long.
Hasten to Moscow

and to your royal throne!
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CD3

YETBEPTOE JEVICTBUE

IlepBast KapTiHa

I'panoBuTast najiata B MockoBckoM Kpemie. [To
6oxkam ckambu. Hampaso Bbixon Ha KpacHoe
KpbUIbLIO, HaJIeBO B TepeMa. CripaBsa, OJIMXKe K
pamrie, CToJI, C MTUCbMEHHBIMU
TNpUHaIIeXHOCTAMU. JIeBee 1lapckoe MecTo.
UpesBbluaiiHoe 3acenanue bosipckoii JlyMbl.

(CneBa u3 TepeMoB BbixoauT LllenkanoB ¢
rpaMOTOIO B PyKe U KJIaHsieTcs 6osipam, OTIAIONIUM
MOKJIOH.)

LIEJTKAIIOB

CaHoBuTbIe 6osipe!
Benukwuii rocynapb,

mapb bopuc ®eogoposuy,
C 6J1aroCI0BEHUS BEJIMKOTO
cBsITEiIIero oTua u
naTpuapxa Bcest Pycu,
BeJiesl BaM OObSIBUTD:
(Yuraer.)

“Pa300iHUK, BOp, Oposira
0e3bI3BECTHBIN, 37I0JIEU U
OYHTOBUIUK, BOCCTaBIIMI
MSITEXKOM C TOJIIION
HAeMHUKOB TOJIOAHBIX U
MMEHeM lLiapeBuya
Ha3BaBIINCh, ceOs LIapemM
VCKOHHBIM BeJInyasi,
CYIyTCTBYeM OosipaMu
OonaJbHBIMU U BCAKOU
CBOJIOYBIO JIMTOBCKOIA,
3aayMall COKPYIIUTh

TpoH Bopucos u Bac,
60s1p, K TOMY K

HaJMEHHO TpUIJIALLIAeT,
(CBepThIBaeT rpaMoTy.)

0 yéM 370AelicKrue

yKa3sbl pa3zociai.”

Toro panu, 6;1arocyioBsICh,
HaJl HUM IPaBAUBbI

Cy[l Balll COTBOPHUTE.

BOSPE

(Cnena.)

Yro xk?

[Noiiném Ha ronoca, 6osipe.
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ACT FOUR

Scene One

The faceted chamber in the Moscow Kremlin. Benches
along the sides. To the right is the exit to the Red
Staircase, to the left the entrance to the royal
apartments. On the right, nearer to the footlights, is a
table with writing accessories. A little to the left is the
tsar’s place. An extraordinary session of the Boyars’
Council is taking place.

(Shchelkalov emerges from the royal apartments
carrying an official document. He bows to the boyars,
who return his greeting.)

SHCHELKALOV

Boyars of noble rank!

Our great sovereign

Tsar Boris Feodorovich,

With the blessing of our great

and most holy father

and Patriarch of all Russia,

has commanded that you be informed:
(reads)

“The brigand, thief and

nameless vagrant, the miscreant and
insurgent, who has incited

revolt with a band of

starving mercenaries,

calling himself tsarevich,

and ennobling himself with the
age-old title of tsar,

being accompanied by disgraced
boyars and all manner of
Lithuanian scum,

Has conceived the idea

of bringing down

the throne of Boris; and moreover,
he haughtily invites you boyars
(unrolling the official document)
and has circulated

villainous decrees to this effect.”
On this account, and receiving a blessing,
pass your truthful

judgement on him.

Boyars

(from the left)
What?

Let us vote, boyars
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(Crnena.)
Bawm niepBbIM HauMHaTh, Oosipe.
(Crnesa.)

Jla Halle MHEHUE TaBHO TOTOBO.

(Ilenkanosy.)

T, Aunpeit Muxaiiibid. ..
3noaest, KTo 6 HU ObUT OH,
CKa3HUTb...

(CrnpaBa.)

Croii, 6osipe!

Bbl nipesxze usinosu,

a TaM CKa3HWU, MOoXanyu.
(Crnesa.)

JlagHo.

(CmipaBa.)

Hy, He coBceM-TO JiaiHO.
(Cnena.)

Jla Hy, 6osipe, He cOuBaiiTe!
3noaesi, KTo 6 HU ObUT OH,

MMaTh U TMbITATh Ha 1bIOE KPETKO.

A TaM CKa3HUTb U TPYI €T0
TIOBECUTh; TYCTh KJIIOIOT
BpaHbI I'OJI0/IHbIE!

(CrmipaBa.)

Tpyn ero npenarb COXKEHbIO
Ha JIOOHOM MeCcTe BCEHapOHO
M TPYKIBI IPOKJISCTH

TOT Mpax MoraHblii.

U pasBesiTh npax MPOKJISITHIN
3a 3acTaBaMM I10 BETpY.
(CnipaBa u ciieBa.)

Y106 U cied MpoCThLI Ha BEKU
o Opoasiru-caMo3BaHIIA.

M Kaxaoro, KTO ¢ HUM
€IMHOMBICJIUT, CKa3HUTb.
(CrmipaBa.)

U tpyn K rnozopHomy

CTOJIOY NPUOUTE.

(HApyrue.)

O uém yKkasbl pa3ociath
TIOBCEMECTHO.

(Bce BmecTe.)

I1o cénam, roponam u no
nocazawm, 1o Bceit Pycu,
4yuTaTh B cOOOpax U LIepKBax,
Ha TUIOIIA/ISX M CXO/1aX.

U T'ocniona MouTh,
KOJICHOTIPEKJIOHEHHO,

J1a cxkanures Haa Pycelo,
MHOTOCTPaaJIbHOM.

(B cTopony.)

(from the left)

You start first, boyars.

(from the left.)

We made up our minds long ago.

(to Shchelkalov)

Put it down on paper, Andrey Mikhaylych.
Whoever the villain is

he should be executed...

(from the right.)

‘Wait, boyars!

Catch him first,

and then you can execute him, perhaps.
(from the left)

All right.

(from the right)

Well, not quite all right.

(from the left)

Now then, boyars, don’t get distracted!
Whoever the villain is

he should he caught and tortured cruelly on the rack.
Execute him on the rack and string up
his corpse; let the starving ravens
peck at him!

(from the right)

Let his corpse be burned

at the place of public executions

and let his foul ashes

be thrice accursed.

And let his accursed remains be scattered
to the wind beyond the city gates.
(from the right and left)

May all trace vanish forever

of the vagrant-pretender.

And let anyone who shares his views
be executed too.

(from the right)

And let their corpses be nailed

to the pillory.

(others)

Let decrees be circulated everywhere
to this effect.

(all together)

Throughout the villages, towns

and suburbs, throughout all Russia

let them be read out in the cathedrals and churches,
on squares and at gatherings.

And let us pray to the Lord

on bended knee

to take pity on

long-suffering Russia.

(aside)

[3] Kasb, Llyiickoro HeT KHs3s1; It’s a pity that Prince Shuisky isn’t here;

(Bxonur llyiickuii, MEUICHHO U BCMaTPUBAsiCh B (Shuisky comes in slowly, taking a close look at the

TOJIITY GOSIp.) assembled boyars.)
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XOTb U KPAMOJIBHUK,
a 6e3 Hero, Kaxkuch,
HEJIATHO BBIIIUIO MHEHbBE.

LIYUCKUM
IlpocTturte MHe, Gosipe.

BOSIPE
(B cTopony.)
DK, 1EroK Ha TOMUHE!

LIYUCKUM

IMo3amno3nan MajeHbKO,
HE BOBpEMs IOXKaJ1I0BaTh
WM3BOJIVIL...

Jlena, 3a00ThI TSIKKUE,
JIETKO JIM, TIpaBo!

BOSPE

Croinniics 0b1, Bacuns MiBaHbIY,
B TBOU JieTa KpaMOJIOIO
HOCTBIHHOVI 3aHUMaTbhCs!

Hapon Ha ruiomansix MyTUTb.
YT0 XK1UB LHap€BHUY 3aBEPATh...

LIYACKUN

(Ucmyranno.)

Oii! Yro BHI, Oosipe!
IToGotitecs bora!

Mory 1 51 BO THUA
BEJIMKOI1 ckopOu, B cebe
HOCSI KPYYUHY

Pycu uenoii,

MOTY JI 51 KpamoJsiam
npenaBaTbesi?

Bcé HaroBopsl 371bI€, BCE HEAPYTH.
(B cTopony.)

U 3a uro He 1106sT!
(ITonxons x 6osipaM. )

Bort u teniepsb, J1100s1 Bac
BCEW IylIoi, 6osipe,

Xo4y MpeayrnpeanThb.
HamenHu, yxozst ot rocynapsi,
CKOpPOSsT BCEM CcepalieM,
pazesi o myiie HapéBoi,

S B IIENOYKY... CIYYaiHO...
3arJIsTHYJIL.

(Toponnuso.)

O, uTo yBMzE 51, Oosipe!
BrienHblii, XOM0AHBIM
TIOTOM OOJIMBAsICh,

JIpoXa BCEM TeJIOM,
HECBSI3HO OopMoUa
KaKHe-TO CJIoBa YyIHbIE,
THEBHO OYaMM CBepKasi,
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Even if he is a schemer,
there would be no consensus of opinion
without him, it seems.

SHUISKY
Forgive me, boyars.

BoYARS
(aside)
Ha, talk of the devil!

SHUISKY

I am a little late,

I could not attend

on time...

Affairs and weighty cares,
it isn’t easy, to be sure!

Bovars

You should be ashamed, Vasil Ivanych,
to engage in shameful sedition

at your age!

Stirring up the people on the squares

and assuring them the tsarevich is alive...

SHUISKY

(startled)

Ha! What’s the matter with you, boyars!
Have you no fear of God!

Could 1, in these days

of endless grieving, when I bear
within me the sorrows of all Russia,
could I give myself over

to sedition?

It is all wicked slander,

The work of my enemies.

(aside)

And why shouldn’t they love me for it!
(coming up to the boyars)

And now, because I love you

with all my soul, boyars,

I want to warn you,

just recently, as I left his Majesty,
grieving with all my heart,

and feeling such concern for his spirit,
I... took a peep... quite by chance...
Through a chink.

(hastily)

O, what did I see, boyars!

Pale and bathed

in a cold sweat,

trembling from head to foot,

and muttering incoherently

wondrous words,

with eyes flashing from anger,
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KaKOW-TO MYKO# TaliHOM
Tep3asiCh, CTpasaiel]
rocyaapb TOMMWJICS.

Bapyr nocunern,

rJ1a3a ycTaBui B yToJl,

M CTPALLHO CTEHS U YypasiCh...

BOSIPE
JIxkEurb! JIKEUIb, KHSI3b!

LIVACKUNA
K mapeBuuy nmoru6uiemy B3bIBasl...

BOSPE
Yro?

LIYUCKUM
TTpuspak ero 6ecCHIIBHO OTTOHSISI,
4qyp... 4yp, LIenTal.

(Bxonut bopuc, dypasich ¥ OTTOHSISI IPU3PAK.)

BOPUC
Yyp, uyp!

IYUCKUM
Yyp, auts!

BOPUC
Yyp, uyp!

LIEJIKAJIOB
(3aBumst bopuca.)
Twure! Llapsk... naps...

BOSPE
(YBuznes bopuca, orcrynator.)
Tlocnionu!

BOPUC
Yyp, auts!

BOSPE
O, I'ocriomu!
C Hamu KpecTHast cual

BOPUC

Yyp, ayp!

Kro roBopurt: youiina?
Yo6uiiibl HeT!

2KuB, >KMB MasTIOTKa.
A llyiickoro,

3a JDKUBYIO TIPUCATY,
YeTBEPTOBATH!

and suffering from

some secret torment, our stricken

sovereign was languishing.

Suddenly he turned blue,

his eye fixed upon a corner,

and he groaned terribly as he warded something off...

BoYARs
You are telling lies! Lies, prince!

SHUISKY
He was calling out to the dead tsarevich...

Boyars
‘What?

SHUISKY
As he was trying powerlessly to drive away the spectre,
he whispered: “get away... get away.”

(Enter Boris, warding off the spectre.)

Boris
Get away, get away!

SHUISKY

“Get away, child!”
Boris

Get away, get away!

SHCHELKALOV
(seeing Boris)
Silence! The tsar... the tsar...

BovARs
(Seeing Boris, they step back.)
O heavens!

Boris
Get away, child!

BoYARs
O heavens!
The power of the cross be with us!

BorIis

Get away, get away!
‘Who said ‘murderer’?
There is no murderer!
The infant is alive, alive,
And Shuisky

Should be quartered

For his mendacious oath!
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LIYACKUN
Bnaroaats ['ocrionHst Hax To60i!

BOPUC

A?

(ITpuxons B cebst, OOJIE3HEHHO.)
41 cosBai Bac, 6osipe.

(Mnet x napckoMy MecTy.)

Ha Baiiry MyapocTh moJjiaraioch;
(Canurest.)

B TOIMHY Oelr 1

TSKKHX MUCTIBITAHU I

BbI MHE ITOMOILIHUKHU, Gosipe.

LIYUCKH

Benmkuii rocynapsb!

J103BOJIb MHE, HEPAa3yMHOMY,
CMUPEHHOMY pady,

CJIOBO MOJIBUTb...

3necs, y KpacHoro kpeuiblia,
cTaper CMUPEHHbBIN KAET
COM3BOJICHBSI MPEICTATh
mpeJ 04U TBOU CBETJIbIE.
My>x ripaBabI U COBeTa,

MYX KM3HU Oe3yTnpeyHoit,
BEJIMKYIO OH TaliHy MOBEAATh XOUEeT.
BOPUC

BbiTh Tak. 30BH ero!

(Iyitckuii yxoaur.)

Becena crapna, ObITH MOXET,
YCIIOKOUT TPEBOTY TaliHYIO
M3My4YeHHOM aTymu!..

(Lyiickuit mokaspiBaeTcs; 3a HUM [1umen. [Mumen
BXOJIMT U OCTAHABJIMBAETCS B IBEPSIX, IPUCTATIBHO
cMoTpst Ha bopuca, mOTOM NMOAXOIUT K HEMY.)

NMMUMEH

MMPEHHBI MHOK,
B JieJIaX MUPCKUX
HEMYAPBII cyaus,
JIep3aeT THECH
1oJ1aTh CBOI1 roJioc.

BOPUC

(TpeBoxHo.)

Paccka3ssiBaii, crapuk,

BCE, YTO 3HACIIb... 03 yTallKu.

NMMUMEH

Paccka3s moii Oynet
TPOCT U KPATOK,
GCCXVITPOCTHHH ITOBECTH
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SHUISKY
May the grace of God be with you!

Boris

Ah?

(coming to his senses; painfully)

I have summoned you, boyars.
(He goes over to the royal seat.)
And I am relying on your wisdom;
(sits)

In times of trouble

and grave trials

you are my counsellors, boyars.

SHUISKY

Mighty sovereign!

Permit me, a foolish

humble servant,

to say a word...

Here, near the Red Staircase,

a meek and venerable monk awaits
leave to come

into your radiant presence.

He is a man of truth and good counsel,
a man with an irreproachable life

and he wants to disclose a great secret.
Boris

So be it. Summon him!

(Shuisky goes out.)

The words of the venerable monk, perhaps,
will calm the secret anxiety
in my tormented soul!...

(Shuisky appears followed by Pimen. Pimen enters and
stops in the doorway, looking intently at Boris, and then
comes up to him.)

PIMEN

A humble monk,
a judge not versed
in worldly affairs,
dares this day

to give utterance.

Boris

(anxiously)

Tell us, old man,

all that you know... without concealment.

PIMEN

My narrative will be
simple and concise,
a guileless tale
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O JIMBHOM ITPOMBICJIE
Focnioguem!..

OnHaxbl, B BEYEPHUIL yac,
npullIes KO MHE I1acTyX,
YK€ MacTUTBIN CTapell,

¥ TaliHy MHE

YyaeCHYIO nmoBeaas:

“Emé peGeHKOM,

— cKasaJl OH, —

51 OCJIET U C TOU TOPBHI

He 3HaJI HU [IHs1, HU HOYU,
J10 CTapOCTU.

HarnpacHo 4 sieunics

U 3eJIUeM, U TallHbIM
HallIENTaHbeM,

HAIpacHo s U3

K)'lajlﬂ:ieﬁ CBATBIX KPOITUJT
BOJIOM 11€JIEOHOI OYM. ..
HanpacHo!

U TaK g K TbMe cBOCit
MPUBBIK, YTO JA>Ke

CHBI MO MHE€ BHUJICHHBIX
Bellel yXK He SIBJISLUIN,

a CHUJIMCH TOJIBKO 3BYKH.
Pa3, B m1y6okowMm cHe,

BAPYT CJBILLY...

JleTcKuit ToJI0C 30BET MEHsI,

(Bopuc B3aparuBaeT, TPEBOXHO BCIYIINBACTCS U
TIPUXOAUT B BOJIHEHUE. )

TaK BHSATHO 30BET:
‘BeraHb, nemyiika, BCTaHb!
Wnau el B YriMu-rpan,

(bopuc nmpunogHMMaeTcsl U OTUpPaeT JUL0
TIJIATKOM. )

3aiian B cobop ITpeobpakeHbs,
Tam IOMOJIMCh Thl

HaJ MOE€W MOTUJIKOI;

3Hal, AeaylKa:

JAuMuTpuii si, napeBuy;
Tocnionb npusiyi MeHs

B JIMK aQHIeJIOB CBOMX,

u 51 Teniepb Pycu

BEJIMKUIi 4y1oTBOpell..."

(bopuc omyckaeTcst B KpecJio.)

ITpocHyJics s... mogymarl...
B3sUJ1 ¢ cOO0I0 BHYKA

¥ B JAJIbHUM TTyTh TTOTUIENCS.
U TOJIBKO YTO CKIIOHUJICS
HaJl MOTUJIKOM,
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about God’s

miraculous Providence!...

Once, during the evening,

a shepherd came to see me,

he was already a venerable old man,
and he told me

a wondrous secret:

“When still a child,”

he told me,

“I went blind, and from that time
I knew neither day nor night
until my old age.

In vain did I seek a remedy

in potions and secret

spells.

In vain I sprinkled

my eyes with healing waters
from the holy founts...

All in vain!

And so I grew accustomed

to the darkness,

and not even the things

I had seen appeared in my dreams,
only sounds.

Once in a deep sleep

I suddenly heard...

a child’s voice calling to me

(Boris shudders, listens anxiously and becomes
agitated.)

So distinctly he called out:
‘Get up, granddad, get up!
Go to the town of Uglich,

(Boris half gets up and wipes his face with his kerchief.)

Go to the Church of the Transfiguration.
There you must pray

at my grave;

listen, granddad,

I am Dmitry, the tsarevich;

God took me

among his angels

and now I am

the great miracle-worker of Russia...’

(Boris sinks into his chair.)

I woke up... thought...

took my grandson with me

and dragged myself off on the long journey.
No sooner had I leaned
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TaK XOPOILIO BIPYT CTAJIO
U CJIE3BI TTOJIMJIUCD,
OOUJIBHO, TUXO TTOJIMJIUCH,
u s1 yBuaen u boxwuii ceer,
¥ BHYKa, 1 MOTHJI...”

BOPUC
(BckpuKUBaeT 1 XBaTaeTcsl 3a CepAlie.)
Oit! ymno! dymrHo! Ceery!

(bosipe 6pocatorcst Ha omolb bopucy. [Mamaet
6e3 4YyBCTB Ha pyKH 00sip.)

BOPUC

(ITpuxoauT B 4yBCTBO.)
LlapeBuua ckopeii!

Ox, Tsikko MHe! Cxumy!

(Bosipe ycaxkusaroT bopuca B kpecio; LLyiickuii
WJIET 3a LlapeBUYEM. )
Ocraspre Hac! Yiinure Bce!

(bosipe yxopsrt.)

ITpo1uait, MOt CbIH, yMUPAIO...
Ceituac Thl IAPCTBOBATb HAYHELIb.
He cripammBsaii, Kakum ryTem

51 HApCTBO TIPUOGPET...

Tebe He HY>KHO 3HAaThb.
(BocTopskeHHO.)

TsI napcTBOBaTh IO MpaBy OyAellb,
KakK MOW HacCJeIHUK,

KaK CbIH MO¥ MEPBOPOIHBIN. ..
CpiH Moii! [Iutst Mo€ poaHoe!
Benel tebe nocrascs

B TSDKKYIO TOIMHY.

CunéH 3710it camo3BaHel!

OH MMEHEM YKaCHBIM OIOJIYEH.
Boxkpyr Tebs1 60s1p Kpamorna,
U3MeHa BoiicKa...

I'mag v mop...

Coymaii, @eoop: He BBepsics
HaBeTaM 0O0sIp KPaMOJIbHBIX,
30PKO CJIE/IN 32 UX CHOILLIEHbSIMU
TalHbIMU ¢ JIUTBOIO,

M3MeHY Kapaii 6e3 Imolambl,

0e3 MUJIOCTH Kapaii;

CTPOTO BHUKAI B CyJl HAPOAHBIH,
CyJl HeJINLIEMEPHBIii;

CTOI Ha cTpaxe 60pLOM

3a Bepy IpaBylo,

CBSITO UTH CBSITBIX

YTOAHUKOB BOXBbUX.

Co0JTI0IM THI YUCTOTY

cBoro, Meonop, B Heit
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over the grave

than tears began

suddenly to flow.

They flowed copiously and quietly
and I saw God’s world

and my grandson, and the grave...”

Boris
(shouts out and clutches at his heart)
Ah! T am suffocating! Suffocating! Some light!

(The boyars rush to assist Boris. He falls senseless into
the arms of the boyars.)

Boris

(coming to his senses)

The tsarevich, quickly!

Ah, how painful! The schema!

(The boyars sit Boris in the chair; Shuisky goes for the
tsarevich.)
Leave us! All of you, go!

(The boyars leave.)

Farewell, my son, I am dying...

Now you will begin to reign.

Do not ask by what means

I acquired the throne...

You do not need to know.

(rapturously)

You will reign according to your right

as my heir,

and first-born son...

My son! My own dear child!

The crown comes to you

in difficult times.

The wicked pretender is strong!

He has armed himself with a name that inspires awe.
The sedition of the boyars is all around you,
and the treachery of the troops...

Famine and pestilence...

Listen, Fyodor: do not trust

the calumny of the scheming boyars,
and keep a close watch on their

secret dealings with Lithuania,

punish treason without mercy,

punish it without clemency;

be strict in your understanding of justice,
justice without hypocrisy;

be a warrior on guard

of the true faith

and have a holy respect

for the Lord’s saints.

Guard your innocence,
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MOIIIb TBOSI U CUJIA,
U pa3yMa KperocThb,

M CIIaceHbe.

(XBaraetcst 3a cep/iie.)
CecTpy CBOIO, LIapEBHY,
Oeperu, MO ChbIH,

ThI €1 OOVH XpaHUTEJIb
ocTagllbCs... Hallei

Kcenuu, ronyoke YUCTOM.
T'ocnionu! 'ocronn!

Bos3pwu, moutio,

Ha CJIE3bI TPEIIHOrO OTLA;

He 3a ce0s1 MOJIIO,

He 3a cebst, Mmoit boxke!
(Boanaras pyku Ha ®eomopa.)
C ropHeil HEMPUCTYITHOU
BBICOTBI TTposieit Tol
OJ1aroaTHbIN CBET

Ha yaa MOUX HEBMHHBIX...
KPOTKUX... YUCTHIX...

Cuibl HeGecHble!

Crpaxul TpOHa TIPEIBEYHOTO. ..
Kpbuiamu cBeTJIBIMU

BbI OXpaHUTE MOéE JONTS
ponHoe oT 6e1 U 301I...

OT UCKYUICHUIA...

(ITpyxumaeT cblHA K IPYIU U LiesiyeT. 3a CLIeHOIO
TIPOTSIKHBIN yaap KOJOKOJA. )

3BoH!
ITorpeGanbHbIi1 3BOH!

TTEBYME

(3a cueHoit.)

nﬂa‘{bTC, T1avybTe, JIIOOUE,
HeCTb 60 XXM3HU B HEM

" HEMBI yCTa €ro

M He J1acT OTBeTa.

BOPUC

HanrpoGHbrii Boruib,
CXHMa... CBsTass Cxmma...
B MOHAaxM Llapb UJET.

TTEBYME
(3a cueHoiit.)
IMnaubre. Amutnmyiis!

DEOJIOP

(CKBO3b CI1e3Hhl1.)
locynaps, ycrokoiicsi!
l'ocrionb moMoKer...

BOPUC
Hert! HeT, cbiH MOIA,
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Fyodor, in it is

your might and strength,

the bastion of your reason

and salvation.

(clutches at his heart)

Take care of your sister,

the tsarevna, my son,

you are now

her only protector... our

Xenia, the innocent darling.

O Lord! Lord!

Look down, I implore Thee,

on the tears of a sinful father.

It is not for myself that I implore Thee,
not for myself, my God!

(placing his hand on Fyodor)

From your impenetrable,

celestial heights,

let your beneficial light

pour down on my innocent children...
So meek... and so innocent...

O powers of heaven!

O guardians of the everlasting throne...
With your radiant wings

protect my own child

from woes and harm...

and from temptations...

(He presses his son to his breast and kisses him. Off-
stage the slow tolling of a bell.)

The bell!
It is the death knoll!

CHORUS

(off-stage)

Weep, weep, o people,

lo, no life remains in him,
his lips are silent,

and he gives no reply.

Boris

It is the funeral lament.

The schema... the holy schema...
The tsar takes his monastic vows.

CHORUS
(off-stage)
Weep, Alleluia!

Fyopor

(through his tears)
Sire, calm yourself!
The Lord will help...

Boris
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Yac MO TTpoOwMII.

MEBYUE

(bauske K ciieHe.)

Buky MnaneHia ymupatoia
M pbljalo, riavy,

MSITETCS, TPEMELIET OH,

(Bosipe 1 neBYMe BBIXOIST Ha CLIEHY C KPACHOTO
KpBUIbLIA. )

M K TIOMOIIIU B3bIBACT
U HECTb €My CITaCCHBbSI...

BOPUC

Boxe! boxe! Tsxkko MHe!
ViKesb rpexa He 3aMoJTio!

O, 3mast cmepTh!

Kak My4JuIib Thl )K€CTOKO!
(Bcraer.)

TloBpemeHure...

g 1apb euie!

(XBataercsi 3a cep/ilie U MaJaeT B Kpecio.)
51 maps ere...
(OcnabeBalolnM roJocom.)
Boxe! CmepTn!

IlpocTtu mens!

(bosipam, yka3bIBasi Ha CbIHA.)
Bor, BOT 11aps Ba...

Hapkp, MPOCTUTE...
(LLlemoToMm.)

TIPOCTH...

(Briamaet B 3a0bIThe 1 yMHUpaeT. MepTBoe
MoJtyaHbe. Bosipe cToSIT B KAKOM-TO OLIETIEHEeHU U,
OIycKasi TOJIOBBI, CJIOXKa PYKH M KaK Obl 3aMHUpast
TIpu NocJieAHMX ciioBax bopuca.)

XOP
VYenne!

Bropas kapTmHa

Jlecnas nporanuna nox Kpomamu. Cripasa cryck
¥ 3a HUM, B OTAAJICHUM, CTeHBI Topoaa. OT crycka,
uepes cueHy, gopora. [Ipsimo jecHast yaiua. Y
CcaMoro crycka 60Jb110ii neHb. Houb.

(Kpuku Tonrmsl 6pozsir 3a cueHor. Ha cueny
BPBIBAETCS, 11O CITYCKY CIIpaBa, ToJirna Opojsr.
B Tonrme Gosipun XpyiioB, CBSI3aHHbBINU, B
M30paHHOM OXaOHe, 0e3 IIarnkKu.)
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No! No, my son,
My hour has come.

CHORUS

(closer to the stage)

I see an infant dying

and I sob and weep.

He is alarmed, he trembles,

(The boyars and the choristers come onto stage from the
Red Staircase.)

He calls out for help,
but no one can save him...

Boris

O God! O God! It is painful!

Am I unable to atone for my sin with prayer!
0O, wicked death!

How cruelly you torment me!

(gets up)

Wait a little. ..

I am still the tsar!

(clutches at his heart and falls into the chair)
I am still the tsar...

(with a failing voice)

O God! It is death!

Forgive me!

(to the Boyars, pointing at his son)

There, there is your tsar...

your tsar, forgive me...

(in a whisper)

Forgive me...

(He becomes unconscious and dies. A deathly silence.
The boyars stand in a kind of daze, their heads lowered,
their arms folded, as if frozen, with the last words uttered
by Boris.)

CHORUS
He has passed away!

Scene Two

A forest glade near Kromy. To the right a slope leading
down to the distant walls of the town. A road runs from
the slope across the stage. Straight ahead there is forest
thicket. On the slope itself there is a tree stump. It is
night.

(The shouting of a bands of vagrants off-stage. The
vagrants burst onto the stage along the slope to the
right. Among them is the boyar Khrushchov. He is tied
up and is wearing tattered caftan. He has no hat.)
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BPOAATH

Banu crona!

Ha nieHb canm,

Ha TeHb, pebsita!

(Caxarot Xpy1ioBa Ha MeHb.)
Bor Tak!

A 4TO06 He GOJILHO BbLI,

4TO0 ropaa-To

601 pPCKOro He TMTOPTUII,
3aKOHOMAaTh!

(3arbikaloT XpylIoBY POT OOPbIBKOM OXaOHsI U
3aBsI3bIBAIOT ]'IOSICOM.)
BaxHo!

(Pa3BoasiT KOCTphI.)

Yro 3k, Opatibr!

AJib Tak, 6e3 mo4éTy,
6osiprHa ocTaBUM?

Tak, 6e3 mouéry!

Taxk He ytagHO!

Bcé x on bopucos

BOEBOJIA.

Bopuc ot BopoBcku
MPECTOJIOM LIAPCKUM IIPaBUT,
a OH y Bopa BopoBa!

Yro x? 3ato emy Mouer,

Kak BOpy 100poMy.

Oii! PeiHasl!

®dowmka! Enudan!

3a 6osipuHal

(/1BOe 13 TOJIBI ¢ [yOMHKaMU CTAHOBSITCS 3a
XpyLIOBBIM. )

Baxwo!

Yroii-To 3a HeBUIAJb!
AJIb HUKOJIY OOSIPMH Halll
3a3HOOYIIKY He Benasn?
Kynbr Te Kk ué€pty!
Bosipun 6e3 3a3HOO®I,
YTO MUPOT 63 HAYNHKH,
OJIVH cyXaphb!

Adumbs!

TFony6xka!

Tebe yx, 6atoT, BTOpast
COTHSI MOACTYITHIIA.

Tak oHO He 6OsI3HO.
Banu, kpacaBuiia, K 6osipuHy!

(M3 TONIIBI BBIXOAMUT CTapyXa, KPSIXTS U
MoKalUIMBasi, U HaIpaBisieTcs K XpylLloBy.)

Banu!

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa, xa!
Xe, xe, xe, Xe, xe, xe, xe!
Jlagno! JlaBaiiTe BeiM4aTh!

VAGRANTS

Over here!

Sit him down on the stump,

on the stump, lads!

(They sit Khrushchov on the stump.)
That’s it!

And so that he doesn’t go howling
and ruining that

noble throat of his,

gag him!

(They stuff a piece of caftan into Khrushchov’s mouth
and bind it with a belt.)

That’s it!

(They light bonfires.)

So, lads,

are we to leave the boyar

without showing him our respects?
Without our respects!

it’s not the done thing!

Still, he is

Boris’s governor here.

It was by theft that Boris

took the royal throne,

and this one stole from a thief!

So then? We ought to show him respect
as a good thief.

Hey! Royal body guards!

Fomka! Yepifan!

Watch the boyar!

(Two men from the crowd stand behind Khrushchov with
cudgels.)

That’s it!

So what else is new!

Or has our boyar

never had a sweetheart?
‘What the devil!

A boyar without a sweetheart
is like a pie without filling,
bone dry!

Afimya!

My dear!

People say that you

are well over a hundred,

so you need not fear.

Go over to the boyar, my beauty!

(An old woman emerges from the crowd, wheezing and
coughing. She makes for Khrushchov.)

Go on!
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
Hee, hee, hee, hee, hee, hee, hee!

Mussorgsky: Boris Godunov



Dii, 6adbI, 3aBOAM!
(IMonykpykuem nepea XpyuioBbIM. )
He cokout ieTuT 1o noaHebechio,
He 60pP3blii KOHb MUMTCS T10 TTOJIIO.
CugHeM cuauT OOsSIpUHYIIIKA,
JIyMy JlyMaeT.

Cnasa 6osipuny! CnaBa bopucosy!
(Knansrorest.)

Croii, 6a0bI!

JlyouHKY y 60sipyHa He BUIHO.
Yero ayounku! CyHbTe TUIETKY!
(Kiamyt XpylioBy B pyKH TUIETh.)
Bor Tak! lanbliie Bassii!

CuIHeM CUAUT, IyMy 1yMaeT:

Kak 661 bopucy B yromymiky,

Kak Obl BOpY Ha ITOMOYb,

3a0UTh, 3aIIOPOTh JIIOJI YECTHO!
Cnaga 6osipuny! CinaBa bopucosy!
YecTblo, MOYECThIO

Thl HAC MTOBAXXUBAJ,

B Oyp1O-HEIoro/ib 1a B 6€310poXKue.
Ha peGsaTkax HalImMx mokaTbIBal,
TOHKOM IUIETKOM MOCTErUBaI.
Cnasa 6osipuny! CnaBa bopucosy!
Ox, yX 1 ciaBa Tebe, 60sspuH!

Ox, yX U cjaBa X Tebe, 60sipuHy!
Cnasa BeuHas!

(bponsiru xnansiorcs B 3emiio. Ciesa, 1o gopore,
BOETaeT I0POIMBBIN B XKEJIE3HOM KOJIITaKe,
oOBelIaHHbIM BepuraMmu, 60CUKOM, C JIallTeM B
pyke. 32 HUM TOJIIa MaJIbuUIIIEeK, TTOJAHSBILINX €r0 B
KycTax.)

MAJIbYUIIKHA

Tppp, PPP, PPP, PPP!
ZKese3Hblil Komak,
JKeJIe3HbI KoJrak!

Tppp, pPP, PPP., PPP!
2KenesHblit Komak,
JKeJIE3HBIN Komak!
V-J110-JTI10-JT10 - JTI0 - JTIO-JTIO,
Y-JTIO-JTI0-JTIO-JTIO-JTI0-JTI0-JTIO!
Tppp!

(HCKOTOpre M3 TOJITIBI 3aMaxmUBarOTCs HA
MaJIBYMIICeK KyJIaKaMU, MaJIbUYUILIKN OTOETaloT B
CTOPOHY.)

IOPOAVIBBIN

(CaguTcs Ha KaMeHb, TTOET, TOKaYnBasich U
LITOTAsl JIAIOTh. )

Mecsi enet, KOTEHOK TutaveT.

FOponwuBekrii, BcTaBaii,

Bory nomonucsi,
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Fine! Let’s glorify him!

Hey, you women, start up the song!

(forming a semicircle in front of Khrushchov)
It is not a falcon flying across the sky,

it is not a swift horse racing over the field.

A little boyar sits asitting,

thinking his thoughts.

Glory to the boyar! Glory to Boris’s boyar!
(They bow to him.)

Stop there, you women!

The boyar’s got no cudgels.

‘What does he want cudgels for? Give him a whip!
(They put a whip in Khrushchov’s hands.)
That’s it! Carry on!

He sits asitting, thinking his thoughts:

how he might please Boris.

how he might help the thief out,

and beat and flog decent folk to death!

Glory to the boyar! Glory to Boris’s boyar!
You have shown us honour

well and truly

in storms, bad weather and on impassable roads.
You rode roughshod over us folk

and lashed us with your delicate whip.

Glory to the boyar! Glory to Boris’s boyar!
Glory to you, boyar!

Yes, glory to you, boyar!

Eternal glory!

(The vagrants bow down to the ground. From the left a
simpleton runs in along the road. He is wearing a tin
hat, is draped in chains, barefoot, and is carrying a bast
shoe. A gang of urchins, who have driven him out of the
shrubbery, follow him.)

URCHINS

Trrr, rrr, rrr, rrr!

Tin hat,

tin hat!

Trrr, rrr, rrr, rrr!

Tin hat,

tin hat!
U-lyu-lyu-lyu-lyu-lyu-lyu,
u-lyu-lyu-lyu-lyu-lyu-lyu, lyu!
Trrr!

(Some of the crowd wave their fists at the boys and they
run off to one side.)

THE SIMPLETON

(sits on a stone, sings, swaying to and fro, and darns his
bast shoe)

The moon is on its travels, the kitten is weeping.

Get up, simpleton,
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XpuUCTy MOKJIOHUCSH.
Xpucroc, bor Haiir,

Oynet BEApo, OyAeT MecsIIl,
(PaccesinHo.)

OyneT BEAPO... MECSIIL...

MAJIBYUIIKN

31paBCTBYI, 31PaBCTBYIA,
IOponuseiit UBaHbru!
BcraHb, Hac MOYeCTBYH,

B I105IC ITOKJIOHUCSI HaM,
KOJITTAaYeK-TO CKUHb!
Konmnayox Tsexén!
(LLLenkaroT 110 KOJIMaKy.)
J3UHb, 13UHb, 13UHb, I3UHb,
JI3UHb, I3UHb, 9K 3BOHUT!

IOPOAVBBIV
A Y MEH#A KOIee4uKa €CThb.

MAJIBYUIIKN
yTumrs!
He nanyenrs Hac, HeGOCBH!

(M1iuer 3a nma3yxoit Korneeuky U MokasblBaeT
MaTbYUIIIKAM. )

FOPOJINBBIN
Bub!

MAJIBYUIIOKN
Durs!
(BBIpBIBAIOT KOMEEUKY U YOEraloT K KeHIIIMHAM. )

FOPOJIMBBIN

A, a, a! O6uaenun 1poauBOro!

(I'iraver.)

A, a, a! OTHsUIU KoTeeuKy!

A, a, a!

(YknanpiBaeTcsi y KaMHsI, IPUTBOPSICH CIISIIIIAM. )

MUCAWJI, BAPTAAM

(3a cueHor.)

CosHlle, JlyHa TOMEPKHYJIN,
3Be3/1bl C HEOeC MOKATUIIUCS,
BCeJIeHHasl BocKoJiebaiacs

oT TsiKKoro rpexa bopucosa.
Bponut 3Bepbe HEBUAAHHOE,
POAUT 3BEPbE HECIIbIXaHHOE,
MOXUPACT TeJia YeJOBeuecKue
BO ciaBy rpexa bopucosa.

MUCANIT
(bmxke.)
Myuar, neitTalor boxuit mon,

pray to God,

worship Christ,

Christ, our Lord.

There will be fine weather, there’ll be a moon,
(absent-mindedly)

there will be fine weather... a moon...

URCHINS

Greetings, greetings,
Simpleton Ivanych!

Get up, show us some respect,
give us a low bow,

toss away that hat!

It’s heavy!

(They flick at the hat.)

Ting, ting, ting, ting

ting, ting, how it rings!

THE SIMPLETON
I’ve got a little copeck.

URCHINS
You’re joking!
You can’t catch us out, no fear!

(The Simpleton searches for his copeck inside his tunic
and shows the copeck to the boys.)

THE SIMPLETON
See!

URCHINS
Run for it!
(They snatch his copeck and run off towards the women.)

THE SIMPLETON
A, - a, - a! They have abused simpleton!

(weeps)
A, - a, - a! They have taken his copeck.
A,-a,-al

(He lies down by the stone, pretending to be asleep.)

MISAIL, VARLAAM

(off-stage)

The sun and the moon have faded,
the stars have rolled from the sky,
the universe is roused to indignation
from the grievous sin of Boris.
Never have such beasts roamed free,
never have such beasts been created,
devouring human bodies

to the glory of Boris’s sin.

MISAIL
(nearer)
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a My4Jar ciiyru BOpucoBBbL...

BPOIATU

Yr1o6-10 ObLIO?

OT MOCKBBI UIIYT CBSITBIE CTAPIIHL...
Kroii-To, 6parmnsr?

IMecHio BeayT o ko3Hsix bopuca,

O MbITKaX CBUPETIBIX,

O MyKaXx >KE€CTOKUX,

YTO TEPITUT JTIOJ HETTOBUHHBIN.

BAPJIAAM
HaylieHbeM CHUJIBI aJI0BOWA. ..

MUWCAWIT u BAPJIAAM

Bo ciaBy npecTosia caTaHMHCKOTO,
(BxonsaT Ha cueny.)

CTOHET, MsTeTcs cBaTast Pyce,

a CTOHET IoJ1 PyKO
OOrooTCTYIMHUKA,

MO MPOKJISITON PyKOit
Lapeyouitib,

B IIPOCJIABJIEHbE I'pexa
HEe3aMOJINMOTO.

(Tosina BHUMATEILHO BCIYIITUBACTCSI. )

BPOIATU

laiina!

Pacxoaunace, pasryJssiiack
yaajab MOJIOJAELIKASI.
Pacxoaunace, pasryJjsiachk
yI1ajib MOJIOJELIKAS.
ITeiIeT MoJbIMEM

KPOBb KazalKasi.

[ei11eT MoJBIMEM

KPOBb Kazalkas.
I[MonHumanacek co nHa,
TOHMMaJIach cUiIa,

cuila MoJl0I0HHasl,
TMOIHUMAJIACh, TeIINIach
HEyroMoHHast!
IMonHuMmanack cutyikal
Toit!

Oi1 ThI, cujia, CUJTyIIKa,
oi1 ThI cuia 6exoBast!

Oii ThI, cujia, CUJTyIIKa,
0ii ThI cusa 6egoBast!

Thl He BbLIAN MOJIONILIEB,
MOJIOILIEB YAQJIbIUX.

Toit! T'oit!

Oi1 TbI cuita 6eoBasi,

ThI CHJIA TPO3HAasI.

Toit! Toit!

Oii, He BbIIal Thl MOJIOAIIEB,
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They harass and torture God’s people,
but Boris’s servants harass...

VAGRANTS

‘What can that be?

Some holy elders coming from Moscow...
Which ones, lads?

They are singing about Boris’s scheming,
about his savage tortures

and his cruel torments

that his innocent people have endured.

VARLAAM
Incited by the powers of hell...

MISAIL, VARLAAM
For the glory of Satan’s throne,
(They come on stage.)

holy Russia groans and is in a state of unrest,

she groans under the hand

of an apostate,

under the accursed hand

of a regicide,

in the glorification of a sin

that cannot be atoned by prayer.

(The crowd listens attentively.)

VAGRANTS

Hurrah!

Daring boldness

has broken free, and is on the rampage,
daring boldness

has broken free, and is on the rampage.
Cossack blood

is blazing like a flame,

cossack blood

is blazing like a flame.

A force has risen up,

risen up from the depths,

the force from the depths

has risen up, and that restless force
has given vent to its pleasure!

A mighty force has risen up!

Hoy!

O, you mighty force,

0, you daredevil force!

O, you mighty force

0, you daredevil force!

Do not betray the dashing fellows,
the bold dashing fellows.

Hoy! Hoy!

You daredevil force,

you awesome force.

Hoy! Hoy!
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Oii, He BbIIA yIaJbINX.

Oit, cunyiika 6egoBast!

Tel nait UM MoHaTeIUTHCS!

Thbl gaii UM ITOHACBITUTHCS!

Oii, cuitylika, oif, rpo3Hasi!

Tsl 1ait UM IMOHACHITUTHCS!

Tol gait uM noHarewntbes! Loit!

BAPJIAAM, CTAPEMILWE U3 BPOAST
Bocnpumure, groaue,
napsi 3aKOHHOro!

MWCAWIL, BPOISATU
Bocnpumute borom criaceHHOrO,
oT youiitiel borom ykpeitoro.

BAPJIAAM, MUCAWUJI, BPOISITU
Bocnpumure, onue,
uapst Iumurpusi UBaHosuua!

BAPJIAAM, BPOJATU

(Tonme.)

PeoityT, 6pomsit ciyru bopuca,
TBITAIOT HAPO HETIOBUHHBIN...

MUCAWIL, BPOISTU

(Tosnme.)

PornyT, 6ponst ciyru bopuca,
Mydart JIIoaQ HETIOBUHHBIN.

BAPJIIAAM, MUCAWJI, BPOISITU
ITbITKOI MBITAIOT,
AylaiaT B 3aCTEHKE,
M30BITH XOTAT TTpaBOCJIaBHBIX.

BPOIATU

My4ar, neITaloT,

JIyLIAT B 3aCTEHKEe

JIYOJ] HETIOBUHHBIM,
Cwmeptb! CMmepTh!
CwmepTs emy!

Cwmeptb bopucy!
Cwmeptb, cMepTh bopucy!
CwMmepTb Hapeyouiite!
Cwmeptb! CmepTh Bopucy!
LlapeyOuiilie cMepTh!

JIABULIKWH, YEPHUKOBCKUI1

(3a cueHoro.)

Domine, Domine,

salvum fac Regem, Regem,

Regem Demetrium Moscoviae,
salvum fac, salvum fac

Regem Demetrium omnis Russiae,
salvum fac, salvum fac

Do not betray the dashing fellows,
you daredevil force,

o you, force, awesome force!

Let them amuse themselves!

Let them have their fill!

O you, force, awesome force!

Let them have their fill!

Let them amuse themselves! Hoy!

VARLAAM, OLDER VAGRANTS
People, welcome
your rightful tsar!

MISAIL, VAGRANTS
‘Welcome, he whom the Lord has saved
and whom the Lord has protected from murder.

VARLAAM, MISAIL, VAGRANTS
People, welcome
your tsar Dmitry Ivanovich!

VARLAAM, VAGRANTS

(to the crowd)

The servants of Boris roam about, scouring the land,
and torturing the innocent people...

MISAIL, VAGRANTS

(to the crowd)

The servants of Boris roam about, scouring the land,
and torturing the innocent people.

VARLAAM, MISAIL, VAGRANTS

They put us to trial with torture,

throttle us in the torture chamber,

they want to rid themselves of the Orthodox faithful.

VAGRANTS

They torment us, they torture us,
they throttle us in the torture chamber,
innocent folk that we are.
Death! Death!

Death to him!

Death to Boris!

Death, death to Boris!

Death to the regicide!

Death! Death to Boris!

Death to the regicide!

LAvITSKY, CHERNIKOVSKY
(off-stage)

Domine, Domine

salvum fac Regem, Regem,
Regem Demetrium Moscoviae,
salvum fac, salvum fac,

Regem Demetrium omnis Russiae,
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Regem Demetrium.

BPOIATU

Koro euie Henérkast Hecér?
CII0BHO BOJIKM BOIOT!

Yro 3a 1bsIBOJIBI?

(YacTp TONIIBI GEKUT BIEBO, HABCTPEUY ME3YUTaM.)

JIABULIKWH, YEPHUKOBCKU 1
(bmke.)

Domine, Domine salvum fac,
Regem Demetrium salvum fac.

BAPJIAAM

(Mucauny.)

Boponbé nmoranoe!

Tlonu-ka, Toxe

BO3rjiamiaroT LlapeBw{a!

He nonyctum, orerr Mucann?

MUCAWII, BAPJIAAM
(Kpuxk.)
He nonyctum!

JIABULIKMI, YEPHUKOBCKUW I
(Bxondr Ha ciieny.)

Domine, Domine, salvum fac
Regem Demetrium,

Regem Demetrium Moscoviae!

MUWCAWJI, BAPJTAAM
(Tounre.)
Jly1im BOPOH TIPOKJISITHIX!

BPOIATU

laiina!

Jytm!

JlaBu!

A, xpoBococh!
KonayHsl moransie!

BAPJIAAM
Jla Bo3HeCyTCsl Ha IpeBO
6J1arojienHo.

(XBaTaroT UEe3yUTOB.)

MUWCAWIJI, BAPJTAAM
Jla BOCIIPOCJIaBSIT BCEJIEHHYIO
J1acoM Beauum!

BPOJATU
Taitna!
(BSIKYT Me3yuTOoB.)

salvum fac, salvum fac
Regem Demetrium.

VAGRANTS

‘Who the devil is that now?
They howl like wolves!
What devils can they be?

(Some of the people run to the left to meet the Jesuits.)

LAvITSKY, CHERNIKOVSKY
(nearer)

Domine, Domine salvum fac,
Regem Demetrium salvum fac.

VARLAAM

(to Misail)

Heathen crows!

It looks as if they are also

proclaiming the tsarevich!

Shall we stop them passing, father Misail?

MISAIL, VARLAAM
(with a shout)
Let’s stop them!

LAvITSKY, CHERNIKOVSKY
(coming on stage)

Domine, Domine salvum fac
Regem Demetrium,

Regem Demetrium Moscoviae!

MISAIL, VARLAAM
(to the crowd)
Throttle the accursed crows!

VAGRANTS

Hurrah!

Throttle them!

Garrotte them!

The bloodsuckers!

The heathen witch doctors!

VARLAAM
Let’s hoist them up
in grand style on that tree.

(They seize the Jesuits.)

MISAIL, VARLAAM
Let them glorify the universe
with their mighty voices!

VAGRANTS
Hurrah!
(They tie the Jesuits up.)
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JIABULIKMH, YEPHUKOBCKHW
Sanctissima Virgo juva,
juva servos tuos!

BAPJIAAM

(Tounme.)

Kpermue Bsixxn!

Jla ipeceveTcst MaHMe UTaHei!
Jla OTpUHETCST TOMOIILb TIECHUIIBI!

BPOATU
laiina!
laiina, Ha ocuny!

JIABULIKU, YEPHUKOBCKHU I
Sanctissima Virgo juva,

juva servos tuos!

Sanctissima Virgo

juva servos tuos,

Servos tuos.

(bponsirm TamyT ne3yuTtos B Jyiec. KOponuBbiii
BCKaKMBaeT, OCMAaTPUBAETCsI U CHOBA JIOKUTCS Y
KaMHsI. 3a CLIEHOI0: TpyOa caMO3BaHLIa B JIeCy.)

MUWCAWIJI, BAPTAAM
(B necy.)
Cnasa Tebe, 1apeBuuy,

(Ha CLI€HE MOKa3bIBalOTCA U3 JIECY BCAAHUKU B
OeJIbIX TuIallax ¥ paTHUKU ¢ (pakesamu.)

Borom crtaceHHOMY.
Cnasa Tebe, lapeBuvy,
Borom ykpeiTomy!

BPOJATU

(3a cueHoro.)

Crnasa 1iapeBuyy,
Borom cnaceHHOMYy,
Borom ykpeitomy!
Cnasa Tebe,

Borom crraceHHOMY!

(Tonmna, Bapnaam, Mucauia 1 ue3yuThl TECHSITCSI Ha
CIICHY.)

2KviBu ¥ 31paBCTBY,
Jumutpuii UBanosuu!

(Bbesxaer Camo3BaHell, BEpXOM, B GeJIoM ruiallle,
B IUJIEME C ME€PHSIMU U B JlaTax. Konst ero aepxart
TIOJ1 Y3/ILIbI JIBA PATHUKA B OeJIbIX IUIALLAX.)
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LAVITSKY, CHERNIKOVSKY
Sanctissima Virgo juva,
juva servos tuos!

VARLAAM

(to the crowd)

Tie them tighter!

Stop them making signs with their palms!

And let the right hand of God refuse to help them!

VAGRANTS
Hurrah!
Hurrah, on that aspen!

LAVITSKY, CHERNIKOVSKY
Sanctissima Virgo juva,
juva servos tuos!
Sanctissima Virgo

juva servos tuos,

Servos tuos.

(The vagrants drag the Jesuits into the forest. The
Simpleton jumps up, looks around and again sits down
near his stone. Off-stage: the Pretender’s trumpet in the
forest.)

MISAIL, VARLAAM
(in the forest)
Glory to you, tsarevich,

(Horsemen appear on stage wearing white cloaks
together with soldiers brandishing torches.)

glory to you, tsarevich
whom the Lord has saved,
whom the Lord has protected!

VAGRANTS

(off-stage)

Glory to the tsarevich

whom the Lord has saved,
whom the Lord has protected!
Glory to you,

whom the Lord has saved!

(The crowd, Varlaam, Misail and the Jesuits come
thronging onto the stage.)

Long life and health to you,
Dmitry Ivanovich!

(The Pretender enters on horseback wearing a white
cloak, a helmet and plumes in his armour. The bridle of
his horse his held by two soldiers wearing white cloaks.)
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Cnasa! Cnapa! Crnasa!

CAMO3BAHEL]

Mpri, umutpuii UBanoBu4,
BoXbuM M3BOJIEHUEM

apeBuy Beest Pycum,

KHS$I3b OT KOJICHA MPEeJIKOB HALINX,
Bac, TOHUMBIX ['OZlyHOBBIM,

30BEM K cebe 1 oberiaem
MMJIOCTb M 3alIUTy!

XPYIIIOB

(3a6mbITHII OpoasiraMu, OCBOOOXKIASICh OT
BEPEBOK.)

Tocnionn!

CoiH MoaHoB, ciiaBa Tebe!

(Kiansiercst B 3eMI110.)

CAMO3BAHEL

(Xpy1esy.)

Bceranb, 6osipuH!

(Tonme.)

3a HamU B cJ1aBHBI 60!

Ha poauny cssryio,
(ITonHMMAasICh BIIPaBoO MO CITYCKY.)
B Mocksy, B Kpemib
371aTOBEPXUIA!

(3a cueHol TspKesble yaapbl HabaTHOTO KOJIOKOJA. )

BPOIATU
(Bce, kpome 10poaMBOTO, UAYT 32 CAMO3BAHLIEM. )
CnaBa TebGe, apb-0armomkal

JIABULIKWH, YEPHUKOBCKUI
Deo gloria, gloria!

(3a cueHoro.)

Deo, Deo gloria, gloria...

XOP
(3a cueHoro.)
Cnaga te6e, Jumutpuii MiBaHoBu4!

(ClieHa ocBsIIIeHA 3apeBOM TOPSIIEro ropoa.)

IOPOAMBBIN

(BckakuBaet, o3upasich. [lotom cagurcst Ha
KaM€Hb U T10€T, l'lOKa‘{l/IBaﬂCb.)

JleiiTech, neiTech,

CJ1E€3bI rOpbKUe!

Ilnayp, riaye,

Jaylia npaBocjaaBHasi.

CKopo Bpar npuagTt

M HacTaHeT ThMa,

TeMeHb TEMHasl,
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Glory! Glory! Glory!

THE PRETENDER

‘We, Dmitry Ivanovich,

through the grace of God

tsarevich of all Russia,

a prince descended from our ancestors,

call upon you, who are persecuted by the Godunovs,
and we promise you

our favour and protection.

KHRUSHCHOV

(whom the vagrants have forgotten, freeing himself from
his tethers)

Sire!

Son of Ivan, glory to you!

(bows to the ground)

THE PRETENDER

(to Khrushchov)

Rise, boyar!

(to the crowd)

Follow us into glorious battle!

To our holy motherland,
(ascending the slope on the right)
to Moscow, to the

golden-roofed Kremlin!

(off-stage the loud pealing of an alarm bell)

VAGRANTS
(All, except the Simpleton, follow the Pretender.)
Glory to you, Dmitry Ivanovich!

LAvITSKY, CHERNIKOVSKY
Deo gloria, gloria!
(off-stage)

Deo, Deo gloria, gloria...

CHORUS
(off-stage)
Glory to you, Dmitry Ivanovich!

(The stage is lit up by the glow of the burning town.)

THE SIMPLETON

(jumps up and gazes around; then he sits on his stone,
and sings as he sways to and fro.)

Flow, flow

bitter tears!

Weep, weep,

o soul of the Orthodox faithful.

The enemy will soon be here,

darkness approaches,
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HETpOorJIsiiHAas.

l'ope, rope Pycu, niaus,
TUIa4b PYCCKUM JITOI,
TOJIOAHBIN JTIO!

(3a cieHo0 TIIyXue ynapbl HabaTa IpOoaoIKAIOTCS .

IOponuBbIii B3nparuBaeT, 03Upasich Ha 3apeBo.)

Cyrillic libretto prepared by Kamil Tchalaev
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with the impenetrable
blackness of the night.
‘Woe, woe to Russia, weep,
weep, ye Russian people,
ye starving people!

(The muffled sounds of the alarm bell continue to sound
off-stage. The Simpleton shudders, looking back at the
glow of the fire.)

Translation © 1998 Philip Taylor
All rights reserved
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